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Chapter 1 


He awoke while deep in the wood, the forest green pup tent sitting gleefully beside him with its 
welcoming zipped door opened, the crackling glowing campfire just before him. He sat up in his 
bedroll, taking note of the birds' morning melodies and the fact that all of them had just awoken at the 
same time as himself. He reached inside the door of his tent, carefully retrieving a can of pinto beans 
and pork. He gracefully opened the can with his army p-38, emptying the contents into a small cast iron 
skillet that he had calculatingly thought to pack in. Such actions complimented the general attribute of 
thoroughness in his personality. He gently warmed the contents over the crimson fire as he sat a tin cup 
filled with water just beside the glowing coals. When his water began to boil, he removed the insulated 
fireproof tin cup, taking breaks from the beans to tilt his head back and savor the aroma and flavor of 
black instant coffee within. 

This is life, he thought in silence to himself. No more senseless nagging. No more stress from 
coworkers, no more crowded streets and honking horns. No more angry stares. No more bill deadlines 
to meet. No more taxes and tax deadlines with agitating, harassing tax inspectors.. Only the purest of 
freedom, the type of freedom that he so desperately craved on the inside, the kind that compels any 
good artist to create and those lost souls of happy beings to propagate merrily.. Mortal life just did not 
get any better than this, when such experience manifested itself, it surely was one to be relished with 
great energetic enthusiasm. 

As he took in his last scoop of beans, he then paused to sip the last remaining mouth full of black 
coffee. Upon savoring his final morsel, he then arose, carefully scooping up handfuls of sand and 
tossing them onto the glowing coals. He stepped over to the door of his tent, placing the cup and the 
now carefully rolled sleeping bag down immediately behind the opened flap, only to zip them up tight 


inside. He turned and began his journey while slowly making his way down the small hillside, through 


the surrounding pine, tulip poplar, and live oak wood-stand. In the distance behind him, the creek 
gurgled a melodious monotone as it splashed joyfully upon slick shining, moss enshrouded, granite 
rocks and boulders. It was a happy day to be alive, he thought in silence unto himself. Yes indeed, life 
was surely a beautiful experience, and he was now in a position to enjoy the fullness as a single unit. 
Yes, only he and the glory of his own inquisitive spirit within, and the precious creative spirit of 
harmonious nature without; a creativity born forth from the mind of that master artist whose intellect 
manifested by the illustriousness of his own personal creation on earth, is truly greater than any mortal 
mind could ever conceive of, much less even the most gifted brilliance ever hope to duplicate. 

Soon after a small fifteen minute stroll, the wood-stand broke, exposing a plowed field that was 
both long, extending far as the eyes could see, and narrow. A slender two rut dirt road ran through the 
field. seemingly beginning at the small hill base, and running through the dusty field at it's very center 
the long way, going on for what seemed to be an infinity, far into the shimmering distance beyond. So 
he made his way forward, coming down from the hill side and out onto the road, walking with a slow 
gait, each booted foot bearing strength as it plodded along in front of the other. As he walked along his 
mind began to drift into the deep past, calling up perfectly clear pictures of long dead events summoned 
only while they lay enshrouded inside the deepest recesses of an intellect undisturbed for many years 
into ages, now lost to the passage of time. 

There he stood once more again, not as a man but as a three year old child just beginning to walk. 
The rubber grips on his cast covered feet and legs now allowing him to stand and move about for the 
very first time, and nobody nor anything, or event, was going to hold him back ever again, and if they 
attempted, well he was determined to deal with it. He knew not where the setting was, nor of the 
environment surrounding, but it appeared to be near a small Virginia creek right beside the mobile 
home park where he and a certain cousin of his had once lived. Ahead was the milk bowl of the family 


cat near the creek-side sitting half filled with stale milk. His legs stiffened by the casts, wobbled in the 
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direction of the bowl. 

There she sat cheerfully upon an ancient log of oak, her blond hair splashing upon her shoulders. 
Her large overweight body appeared as if it might break the log down in its center. She sat gazing 
about, bringing a Marlboro cigarette up into her lips and puffing dense clouds of pungent smoke. She 
caught sight of him suddenly. 

“Don't you do it now, boy,” she screamed. “Don't you dare do it. You just get away from that cat's 
bowl now. Come back! Come back here now,” she yelled as she rushed up, seizing him upon his right 
arm and pulling him backward! The child yelled in screaming discontentment, becoming filled with 
anger overflowing. The woman turned her head, something else suddenly catching her attention. While 
her head was now turned, the young hellion saw his chance to vent his anger in a unique way that only 
he could devise. He gently walked up beside her now turned blond head, easing the edge of his training 
pants down.... Ahead lay the log that she had once sat on and the cat in the distance. The warm wind 
felt so comfortable and cozy. He just could not have ever felt any better.. 

“You little brat,” the overweight blond screamed! “T'll catch you one day, boy, and when I do, you'll 
know that you've been caught! You hear me? You hear me now, son? How dare you do such a thing,” 
she screamed as she wiped her forehead and slung her hands down and back up! 

.......AS he plodded along it seemed that the once piercing words still rode on the very air without as it 
gently puffed. He could still hear their faint call upon the whispering wind in the far distance, calling 
him in from somewhere deep inside the empty void of time long lost to the ages passed. He looked 
around, not seeing the source of those long dead words, but only beholding the limitless ragged 
wood-stand a hundred yards across the field on either side of the road. The very trees still standing 
seemed to breathe as invisible air rustled the leaves. There was no sound or sign of life, only the rustle 
of the leaves from the hand of an invisible ghost, he thought.... Only the gentle rustle of the leaves and 


nothing else. 


The wind puffed in heavy breaths, stirring the matted brown hair of the hellion as he slowly 
trudged along the dusty road. As his eyes remained fixed upon the straight forward, though slightly 
muddied rutted road that lay before him, his mind began to drift. He thought of his childhood, and the 
scenes of Christmas dinner where all of those whom he adored so dearly were surrounding him only to 
shower him with perfect absolute warmth and affection, he recalled feeling. He could behold his Great 
Grandmother again alive before him, and his nose once again could savor the sweet vapors of her 
efforts on the kitchen stove. As his eyes gazed around him, he beheld not those dismal scenes of 
plowed open field and ragged timbered woodlands, but it was as though he once again stood right there 
inside her crimson carpeted living room, and his eyes beheld what seemed as a very tall, stout fir tree 
freshly gathered from the surrounding woodlands, heavily laden with numberless handcrafted 
decorations of elves, horses, wooden balls, popcorn lace, candy canes, and gingerbread cookies that 
bore a flavor so full that when he licked his lips even now, he could still detect their seemingly existent 
residue. 

While his great Grandmother cooked, in the far back room his great Grandfather, his much older 
cousins and uncles sat about speaking and laughing in low rumbling tones. In his mind he could recall 
how he would pause, hearing them speak of battles that they had fought, the men who feared them and 
their prowess in hand to hand combat, and of the many virgins that they had spoiled over the course of 
the years. Through the oak wood of the closed door that was forbidden unto all young and those of the 
female gender to open, his nose detected the pungent scent of rich cigar smoke that always seemed to 
linger about in the cloth of their elaborate suits. His ears could still hear the hearty rumbling laughs of 
their voices as each one told his own tale of personal conquest... 

“Yea... let me tell ya boys, it was like this,” spoke the tenner pitched voice of his smiling Uncle Glad 
win. “I hit him like this...and he just fell back right cold upon the asphalt, just like he had been 


poleaxed, I tell you all. That'll teach him! I just bet you he won't ever cross lines with a Singletary man 
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..... The hellion gazed down upon his comfortably booted feet, slowly trudging their way down the 
dusty road, one foot in-front of the other. Ahead the old narrow two rut road seemed to run on into the 
shimmering distance for an endless length, and all time felt as if it was now frozen to allow one to peek 
into the past once again. The wind puffed on in a steady puffing breath that salted the skin of his face to 
the point that he was forced to close his eyes tightly. The grit on his teeth crunched as he chewed auto 
reflexively, and without his ability to withhold from doing so. He smiled as his mind drifted back to 
that scene of his distant youth while he licked the sandy grit from his lips..... 

“*....Well what did he do to cause you to waylay him,” asked the crackling voice of his older cousin, 
Denny? 

The tender ears of the hellion detected a low pitched rumbling laugh. “ The dirty pig stuck his 
finger in my lunch sandwich, that's what! Besides that, he had already double crossed me on a really 
good business deal. You know, the farm sale deal down there by old man James Dalton's place. Why, 
he had a really good thrashing coming to him, I tell ya all...” 

The hellion recalled gingerly easing the door open and the picture of a room filled with lusty but 
well dressed men gradually coming into view before him. He slowly began to walk into the room. 

“ And then, boys, this dirty filthy pig had the damned infernal audacity to poke his nasty finger in 
my lunch like that? Why.....” 
All of the heads in the room turned. 

“Hey boy, there, you cannot just waltz into this room like this. This space is off limits to young uns 
and women. So get out... OUT!,” yelled his Uncle Gladwin as he waved his hand backwards. “You get 
out now before I tan your hide like you've never had it tanned! Now git.....! 

The hellion smiled to himself as he recalled how his heart raced with a heavy thump since he 


feared the rage of his and all the men folk. As they made their way toward him he turned and ran very 
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quickly back out the slightly opened door. He could hear their heavy coarse laughter as he quickly 
raced back out across the threshold, slamming the door behind him as he went. 

“That boy is something now,” he recalled hearing an unidentified voice rumble. Another voice then 
replied, “Yea, I bet his Mama has a time with him. That boy is always into either this or that...... 
...... The hellion trudged along with the blustery, though slightly cool breeze puffing with a sudden new 
intensity that shoved him backwards as he made his way against it. He continued to smile unto himself 
as he reflected back on that distant event now forever lost to time.... All were now gone... his cousin 
Denny, his Uncle Glad win, his Great Grandfather, his Great Grandmother....all were now gone for 
eternity, only to be swallowed up by the relentless waves of time and the cold damp earth that he now 
tread upon. Even the very place in which that event and many others had transpired, was now forever 
lost into the perpetual waves of passing time....only to be replaced by a thickly wooded grove on which 
the home and grand estate once stood. The yard, the farm and fields, even the storage barn behind, now 
forever lost into the rolling waves of passing time... It was only he who now stood alone, alone to 
perceive the truth amid a world of numberless empty lies. Only he stood to make sense of it all and to 
find his own way without the assistance of those revered elders who had now passed before him. What 
was he to do but to continue onward, continue forth down the dusty road of life, to look for the light at 
the end of the road that would show him the way to proceed forward into the place of his 
predestination, his future discovery of his own reason for being. Without their knowledge or insight, 
where would be his guide for moving forward, on what was he to base the determination of his forward 
direction? 

His booted feet continued to trudge forward, pushing him headlong into the sand filled wind. His 
mind not knowing his destination or even the direction toward an estimated destination... he knew only 
to continue forward. He gazed around him with an empty stare, a stare that appeared to be tormented by 


the contemplations of mortal men who live entangled lives that, in reality, are only perplexing 
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complicated attempts at sheer survival. The beasts of the field do it much better, he thought to himself. 
The beasts of the field keep life simple in its most basic form. That is the way the great creator 
designed and intended for everything to be, not for his poor creatures to run some dreadful rat race in 
competition for more success than one's neighbor, nay, even one's own next of kin! Kin were there to 
offer compassion and warmth when there was none otherwise. They were there to offer hope when all 
the earth turned against a person, and encouragement when all that existed was discouragement 
otherwise. Where was he to get that benefit now.....? They were all passed, all gone into the obis of the 
eternal void. They were now all gone... all gone into the cold damp earth that he now tread upon, yea, 
the same cold earth upon which he was now standing, contemplating the very reason for his own 
existence. His position in many ways was far worse than theirs, for he was forced to deal with the 
innumerable perplexities of mortal existence in a cold forbidding earth of men, and they were not. They 
were free from all mortal troubles, and he, still standing only to endure and try to make some type of 
logic from it all. But what he had discovered was that there was truly no logic to any of it..., so he was 
compelled by forces that he did not even understand to just move on, to simply proceed forward, like a 
soldier marching blindly into an unseen destination that was sure to spell his own end. 

One booted foot continued to place itself in front of the other. Now they moved as if not by his 
thought control, but by some motivation all of their own. Maybe it was some unconscious force 
untapped by mortal science...., or just maybe it was the unseen force of some invisible phantom that for 
a reason unknown to himself, felt an attraction to him. As he continued to plod along against the now 
lightly puffing wind, he thought about the leaves that floated on the breeze, and the patterns that they 
made as they floated about betrayed visions of the past long gone...and sometimes visions of a haunting 
future. As he gazed into these patterns sometimes he felt the presence of persons unseen, only to see 
them from afar in the shimmering distance from time to time. On the distant wind with the sound of it's 


stir, he heard joyful song, just a teeny tiny sound, like a slight drop into a rippling pond, a sound so 
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slight that a majority of mortal ears could never even detect, only those ears of whom had spend much 
time in the solitude of wood-stand cover could ever perceive these only slightest of sound vibrations. 

As he continued to plod along into the puffing wind while it salted the flesh of his face with powdery 
white sand, his eyes continued to absorb the patterns of the falling leaves, and his mind perceived 
spiritual arrangements among those great flocks of crackling black birds that clouded the skies over 
head, that caused his mind to separate from his body and his soul to drift once more into a distant past 
now lost to all time eternal, forever erased from the slate of all mortal minds. 

His eyes gazed about him, and once more he stood in the yard of his Grandfather on his mother's 
side. The ancient wood framed homestead that sported only a solid door graced with homemade trim, 
and a ragged screen door, now stood proud with a brand new crystal clear glass door that shut to 
conceal the aged wood of oak that had stood proud throughout the ages. No one could have been more 
glowing than his Grandfather who had labored endless hours in the wood-stand, hard hand-idly pulling 
the levers of a loading bucket in the hammering rays of the midsummer sun, the fall of the rain, and the 
wind blown cold of the ice and snow. His Grandfather was so proud that he had accumulated cash 
instead of punishing debt, for the holy book said just as plain as the light of day, the debt-er shall be 
slave unto the lender. This is the most absolute of simple truths if any had ever been spoken, he thought 
in silence to himself. To be a slave means to lose one's freedom. The search for freedom to think and to 
walk about was why he had gone on this journey to begin with, to free his mind from his aged body, 
and his restless spirit from his tortured care-worn mind.... 

.....Beside him now stood his cousin Shelton, who was some seven years older than himself. He was 
one who was restless in both body and spirit, and was tormented by pressing boredom. The hellion had 
always felt sorry for him since he had lost his father at a very early age. In reality though, he sought 
some sort of approval from his elder cousin. He never could figure out why his cousin gave the 


appearance of being very jealous of him. Maybe he had miss-figured, maybe the best move would have 
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been to just give him the benefit of the doubt. His elder cousin glared down upon him from above, 
saying through what appeared to be tightly clenched teeth. 

“Do something crazy and wild, Johnny Boy, it's getting boring around here and all of us are in need 
of some excitement, don't ya know? Just do something, come up with something... something wild and 
crazy that nobody else would ever even think of, much less even dare to do!” 

The hellion gazed down into the dust of the earth as he kicked about with a shoeless foot. He did not 
know what he was going to do, only that he was going to do something. He kicked three times into the 
sand at the base of the pump house right there between the red bricked steps and paled wooden base of 
the pump house. The last kick uncovered a strange but very ancient crystal glass doorknob. The hellion 
bent down only to pick it up for inspection. The ancient crystal doorknob had mass, and his small hand 
detected the weight born from this dense mass. An idea struck him like a sudden sword of light from 
the empty sky above. He was compelled to act, and his limbs moved as though they were manipulated 
by some mighty unseen force. His body turned and his arm hurled the solid crystal doorknob toward 
the glass of the new door, completely shattering the glass as it plunged it's way through. No one saw it 
coming, his cousins' eyes widened with complete shock and amazement. The young child turned and 
ran, he did not know where it was that he was going, only that he was going somewhere far away from 
that specific place. 

He raced with all of his might within him. He heard screams of laughter from his cousin as he raced 
forward with all of the strength that his muscles could muster, but he could not turn to take notice of it, 
or to see the look on his cousin's enlightened face. As he raced away, he suddenly felt two very 
powerful hands grasp him from behind, taking a solid hold upon his denim coveralls at the waist and 
slinging him face down upon the damp earth below. He attempted to lift himself upward, but a heavy 
foot positioned itself upon the very center of his back, and he could not muster the force within himself 


to push upward to give resistance. High above him the leaves rustled, and his eyes arose to witness a 
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very sun baked right hand stirring about in an attempt to find a specific fine limb for a certain specific 
purpose. Upon finding this limb, the hand twisted and the limb cracked sharply. Across his now bared 
backside he felt the sharp sting of the limb, and the terrible fire of the pain seemed as though it would 
never stop. 

“Stop! Stop, it hurts,” he yelled through tightly clenched eyes and a tear filled face! “Will it ever 
stop?” 

“Yea, boy, and the fires of hell burn forever and ever, and you need to learn something about that! So 
you just might as well learn now while there is still hope, rather than later when there is no hope for 
ya,” spoke the heavy angered voice of his Grandfather. “Now go into the house and don't come back 
out again until I tell you to... Now git, boy, git... NOW!” 

He did not know how much time had passed, but it seemed like a couple of hours only, and his 
mother soon came into the door of the house. In a low rumbling voice he could hear his Grandfather 
telling his mother of the horrible event. He could detect the high pitched anger in his mother's voice 
giving her reply. 

“Johnny Boy...! Oh Johnny Boy, you get your rear end out here right this minute now! We gotta 
talk!” 

The young child knew that he had done wrong, but did not understand the response of the adults 
around him. Why were they now so angry with him? Why was what the had done so bad? He pondered 
these thoughts but did not know how to ask the question. Besides that, even if he had known how to 
ask, he knew well from the logic of strategy, that the present time was certainly not the advantageous 
time to ask any sort of questions. His mother narrowed her eyes as he walked out. 

“Now you listen, and listen well to me, boy. You are going to work for your Grandfather here in the 
yard, out in the vegetable garden and in the tobacco pack house out in the field yonder, till you earn 


him back the money to get this door fixed. You hear me now? Further more, you are grounded until the 
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door is payed off, that is, unless you go out with your Grandfather on a work project....You hear me? I 
tell you rite now... you had better hear me, boy, cause I ain't a playing with ya.....! 
.... The booted feet of the hellion continued to plod along in the dust of the road. His shoes were brand 
new when he ambled down the hillside, now they were covered with red and yellow dust that appeared 
white as it blew about in the blustery wind. The stiffness that rubbed rough on his poor feet now 
seemed somewhat gone from deep within his boots. With his face firm and forward into the breaths of 
the wind, he smiled somewhat deeply unto himself. He recalled the feel of the warm springtime mud 
upon his bared feet out in the garden. His Grandfather showed him how to plant the seeds into the soil, 
making small dips with the blade of the hoe on the flat surface of the freshly plowed earth. These dips 
continued on for what seemed like a very far distance, then stopped. He enjoyed the sunshine and 
looked up, smiling to his Grandfather who paused sometimes to tell him very true stories from distant 
ages past that seemed like fables from Aesop's time. 

“Now you take three seeds from this bag here and drop three into each hole. Go along behind me as I 
dig the holes and drop the seeds in. Once we get to the end, you can follow me along whilst I gently 
cover each hole with a single swipe. I'll let you do the next row, ya hear now, boy,” spoke his 
Grandfather as he gazed down upon him....? 

Tending the garden had been very good for him. That is when he learned the art of gardening, which, 
though unbeknownst to any of them then, would become very cherished knowledge many years later. 
He recalled taking the tobacco from the sticks in the pack house for a penny a stick. He recalled how 
proud that he felt when he had unloaded a hundred sticks and got that bright shinny new dollar bill. He 
glowingly handed this legal tender note over into the hand of his Grandfather, who smiled back at him 
in approval, just as though he felt the same pride deep inside his own heart. 

Summer finally ended that year, and when it did, his debt was paid off and he was free once again. 


The same gleeful feelings from that distant time now once again filled his breast with joy, like a warm 


13 


blood flow gently pouring into his heart and soul. Now he was free to live, to live the life of a child in 
search of new adventure, free to experience the thrill of excitement once again. The world had no 
limits and was his to explore. The flowers in the fields of dandelions arose into a glorious menagerie of 
soft lavenders and brilliant greens. He recalled just breaking out into a joy filled run with all of the 
strength that he could muster up from deep inside himself. He ran until his arms and legs just could not 
move any more, savoring the pungent perfume put forth into the surrounding air by the dandelions with 
deep breaths, only giving out when he was deep inside the wood-stand beside the pond that lay in the 
distance behind that weathered ancient cabin home of his dear aunt Alice. In the distance on the rustle 
of the puffing wind he could still hear the happy cheerful voice of his dear aunt Alice calling him from 
afar... 

“Are you running from something or somewhere, or too somewhere? Are you, little boy? You had 
better come to yer dear Aunt Alice now. One day you will surly miss her company. I have some good 
fresh red eyed citron rinds pickled just right for ya, honey. Ya had better come get 'em now before they 
are all gone. Bobby will get them. You know how much he just loves them and will take in a whole jar 


full when he can find them. Ya had better come on rite now.....! I got some good vinegar punch to drink 


..... The hellion continued to plod along. His ears still heard the sweet call of his dear aunt's voice on 
the distant whispering wind. She was right, he longed to go back, but when he gazed about, his eyes 
beheld nothing but the emptiness of the plowed field, and the cloud of dust that arose from the field 
and swirled about within the blustery wind. Though he still heard the call of her voice, his eyes only 
beheld the ragged timber-stand that lay a hundred yards to the right and left sides of the dusty road. In 
the distance the view of the timber-stand shimmered as though bathed in the warm light of the morning 
sun, though his body cooling somewhat in the chill of the wind. Ahead, his eyes beheld nothing but a 


shimmer of heat in a fading distance, and the dusty road beneath his feet that seemed to go on into a 
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shimmering infinity. 

From whence came the sweet call of her voice as it rode in on the distant wind, he knew not, for she 
had now long since gone, passed away into a perpetual infinity, an infinity knew not of by his mortal 
mind, except by mental picture found in the descriptions preserved in books, those sacred books 
cherished by honorable mortal men who spoke of these things freely. All of them gone now, long since 
gone into the outer void of the unknown, and into the dust beneath his feet. All that he was now left 
with was a dreadful longing in his heart for the sight of her face, the warm feel of her touch upon his 
tender face. His tongue longed for the rich flavor of her rinds and the special full flavor of her collard 
greens that only she knew how to prepare, and no others anywhere. But they were all gone now, gone 
forever and to never ever to return again. Gone forever from his yearning grasp, and all that he was left 
with was the endless yearning for their faces and the feel of their caring warm touch, the sound of their 
voices, and the flavor of their special dish that only they knew how to prepare, and no one else 
anywhere could ever hope to duplicate. 

The hellion continued to trudge along following the still seemingly endless dusty road to infinity. 
The end, the point of his destination was still not anywhere even close to the point where he stood now. 
He felt very strong on the inside as he walked along, his face still solid in the blustery blustery wind, 
his jaw fixed and firm, and his mind fully intent on seeing the journey through to it's end, no matter 
where that end was or indeed, what it might be. Maybe that end just might be clothed with moonbeams 
and the heavenly vapor of wisteria perfume, he thought. Maybe there just might be a banquet feast 
prepared for him on a long table, and there around it would be all of his friends and family from distant 
times past, those of whom he had not seen for quite some time now. Several of them had told him that 
they planned on going hiking for the weekend, so the thoughts were not out of the realm of possibility. 

The wind continued to puff against his face, salting it with fine white sand that crunched when he 


chewed. What secrets lie in waiting before him, he thought. He had just begun the journey and the 
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world, at this point, was vast new place to be explored, and adventures were there to be had, for sure, 
he thought in silence to himself. Is any body else around, he asked himself in silence? He looked 
around, but all that he saw were the empty plowed rows of the field, and the ragged timber-stand just 
beyond. Ahead the road appeared to roll on for an infinity, into the shimmering distance. There was no 
body around. This time it was just himself, to take the journey into the bleak unknown all by himself, 
he feared. No friends, no fellow travelers, indeed no family.., no onlookers...., only himself and those 
unseen spirits who surround him. He could feel their presence, at times he felt that he could even 
communicate with them, and they with him. Other than that he was now alone, alone to walk, and 
think, and to criticize, and the only one to blame when things did not go according to plan...was 
himself, and no one else. 

As he walked along, he soon passed a small, a very small pine and scrub oak timber-stand, probably 
no more than a hundred trees that stood alone, isolated in being surrounded by field, just standing 
merrily by the road side. The leaves rustled in what seemed to be only a slight breeze. On the inside of 
the leaves his ears beheld the joyful songs of chattering birds. In the distance inside the timber-stand, 
his right eye caught a slight movement, a slight nudge upon the bushes. He froze in his tracks, 
wondering what this unseen movement might reveal, if he just stood still without even blinking an eye. 
He imagined an elf or a leprechaun,... or maybe a lone wood-sprite might just be walking through. The 
leprechaun was the one that he yearned for most of all. If this movement was to be a leprechaun, then 
the pot of gold would be his for the asking alone! So he stood still in his very tracks, waiting and 
watching the movement of the bushes. 

Soon the bushes moved again, and they parted, revealing a dark brown body and a head that held a 
splendid set of velvet covered bony antlers. The dark body moved from the bushes to eat the fine, 
almost invisible grass that sometimes grew by the roadside. The four legged beast eased out of the 


wood-stand like a ghost that floated, not making a single sound as he moved along. His head arose 
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from the dusty ground, and looked around, coming to stare at him directly into his his motionless face. 
The stare of the beast froze directly upon his face, the eyes of the beast gazing directly into his eyes. As 
the beast froze in his stare, he imagined that he could speak with the beast in silence via the power of 
his mind, and he felt sometimes as if he had carried on some sort of silent telepathic conversation with 
him. 

“Who are you and what do you want here in my territory,” asked the deer he imagined? 

“Oh, I am just passing through,” he imagined that he gave reply. “and I want nothing, but only to 
pass in peace. 

“ Well, you just go on through. I will allow it..this time. Everybody that passes through is not like 
that. Some of them want something for their taking, but since I can see that you do not, I will let you 
go. See you again farther up the trail,” he seemed to say as he snorted and broke out into a full run back 
into the small wood-stand. 

The hellion smiled to himself as he continued to walk along on his journey into the unknown. Soon 
he had passed the small wood-stand and now there was only the open fields that surrounded the road 
side. The ragged wood-stand that stood across the open field seemed to run along the edges for an 
infinity. Ahead of him lay only the two rutted road that ran into a shimmering infinity beyond, with the 
end now nowhere in sight. But he felt a strange happiness, a pleasant joy just for being on this journey. 
On the inside somehow he just knew that the end would come to a glorious one, one that would fulfill 
his true longing for a new adventure. Now the beautiful deer, the flowing creek back at the campsite, all 
were just distant memories hidden in the deepest recesses of his mind. He could not go back, he had to 
just keep moving forward, he felt. Something propelled him to just move forward in spite of any 
obstacles. He did not know why he had this feeling to go on, but just that he did. He pondered and tried 
to figure it all out, but he always wound up right where he started when he did so. So he followed his 


heart and continued on his long journey, his heart filled with a true longing for the adventure to be had 
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along the way, and to see the nature of the true ending that lay before him. 

As he continued to plod along, his eyes now becoming fixed upon the bleak surroundings and the 
swirling dust clouds that rode upon the gusting blustery wind, his mind felt as if his fixation released 
his soul forth, to ride upon the whispering wind as the leaves that floated about him. Once more he was 
a child of five sitting by the ditch bank that ran along the road side beside his Grandparent's home deep 
in the wild wood. He had been contented on that day to simply roll large soft ball sized mud creations, 
carefully packing them tightly and sitting them by the ditch bank where he sat. It had just rained and 
the feeling was of a refreshed sun that shown with a new brightness now cleansed by the falling rain. 
As he labored, a neighborhood boy who was some ten years older than himself, slowly peddled past 
him as he labored, on a new cherry red bicycle that gave him the feeling that just maybe he had 
received it around Christmas time, or so. 

“Ha ha ha,” the youth with shoulder length sandy blond hair laughed. “Johnny Doonka and the 
chocolate factory,” the older youth chanted in jest. “Johnny Doonka and the chocolate factory!” 

The hellion never spoke a single word in reply, but simply just labored on, continuing on in spite of 
the teasing jest. As the youth peddled by, another youth who appeared to be his comrade soon peddled 
passed, as if struggling to to keep up with the first. 

“Johnny Doonka,” he yelled to keep up the jest! “Johnny Doonka and the chocolate factory! Ha ha 
ha ha!” 

The child continued to play beside the ditch bank just as merry as though the entire world only held 
complete peace and tranquility. A period of time passed, there was no recollection as to just how much, 
and no one even gave the matter any thought at all. It may have been thirty minutes or it may have been 
two hours, but no body ever gave the matter any thought, it was all in a day no matter how any body 
chose to view it. A yellow 1969 Chevy Chevel soon eased it's way down the dirt road from the other 


end carrying the two whom had just peddled past on the bicycle. The car seemed to be doing around 
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forty or so. When it eased right up beside the child, he picked up the largest, most tightly packed ball of 
mud, throwing it in such a way that it literally slammed into the center of the cars' wind shield, 
appearing as if it had been shot from a sling rather than tossed by the arm of such a small child. The old 
yellow car fish tailed as it slid on the mud and sand that covered the road following the recent rain. The 
front seemed to veer sharply, then the entire body came to rest in the same road side ditch just above 
where the child played. The front passenger door suddenly opened sharply, and out leaped the same 
long haired youth who had peddled passed first. 

“You just wait till I get my hands on you! You just wait,” he screamed through clenched teeth! 

The child turned and ran with all of his might. Since the casts had been removed he had developed 
the talent for running long distances and racing with the speed of a mountain stream. The child, even 
though he was ten years or more younger than the long haired youth, soon out paced him and had 
several dozen yards ahead of him, he turned left, racing into the wood-stand for cover and knowing that 
the long haired youth would never find him when he did so. For some thirty yards he raced, taking 
cover inside a myrtle thicket and then gently laying down behind a dead pine log. He heard the leaves 
crunch as the two hastily made their way inside. Soon they walked past him and then turned, going 
farther in side the wood-stand and soon far away from the hidden child. 

“You cannot hide forever, boy,” they yelled! “We'll find ya! We'll find ya, and when we do, you' Il 
have a bad day then,” one of them yelled! 

“Yea, you'll be eating mud for the next month when we catch ya, and that's after we give ya a good 
thrashing,” yelled the other! 

The leaves seemed to crunch on until the two had reached the outer edge of the wood-stand, far 
from where the child lay hidden in the myrtle thicket. Gently he eased up back onto his feet, now 
gingerly walking with completed silence back toward the edge of the myrtle stand. This was another 


talent that he had developed since the casts had been removed, the talent for walking in a wooded 
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environment with complete silence. He picked up his pace but remained silent by taking strong strides 
and walking on his tip toes. Soon he was near the edge of the wood into whence he had entered inside. 
He glanced around for safety on the outside before breaking his cover. Upon seeing that there was 
safety, he exited the timber-stand and stepped into the large yard of his Grandparents. Slowly he made 
his way toward their faded plank hen house that sat in the center of the yard. He eased the door open, 
taking safe cover inside until he heard the motor of the yellow car once crashed into the ditch, coming 
back to life. The wheels spun for a few minutes, then the car hopped back out onto the center of the dirt 
road. The two villains made off in a raging hurry, and the young child was now completely safe. He 
reached through a hole in the front side of the hen house and unlatched the door, he stepped outside, 
laughing at his feat of escape and the manner in which he had caused the two older youth to look so 
foolish in pursuing him. As he turned behind him, and looked across the open field that lay from the 
boarder of the yard out, he saw a sun browned man from the neighboring home howling with laughter. 
His name was James, if the recollection was right. 

“Yea, boy, I saw the whole dumb thing. They deserved what they got. You sure showed them 
something,” he laughed in an inebriated voice as he staggered about in the freshly plowed earth.....! 
..... The dust covered booted feet of the hellion plodded onward, forward going on the old two rut road. 
He wore a sly smile on his face, thinking of the events as they transpired from those distant ages now 
long since passed. Where had they all gone? Gone forever were the people, the old hen house, even the 
fields had been planted with plantation pines, swallowed up as they disappeared under new thickets. 
His Grandfather had labored with so much blood, sweat, and tears, clearing that field with just a fellers' 
ax and a machete, laboring from the break of day long into the dark of night... But the effort had all 
been for nothing in the end. No body from the world of the future appreciated his bloody sacrifice, they 
only fought over the small profit to be gained from the sell of his homestead, and then sold for the 


small penance that they received. His Grandfather would not have been happy about any of that. His 
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intentions were to pass the estate down to his children, and then from his children unto his 
grandchildren, and on so forth. It was all a wasted effort in the end, all for nothing and is now gone 
forever. Oh the homestead house, the old hen house, the open plowed fields, Grandparents, 
neighbors....all gone...., now gone forever and never ever to return again. 

His eyes teared up in the slight coolness of the wind. Ahead the road seemed to go on and on into an 
endless distance. Even though he had traveled far already, deep inside his body he felt the strength of a 
new found youth, it felt to him at the moment. He knew from sight of the two cut ruts that other people 
were somewhere to be found, but he saw no sign of any human life, lonely ran onward the endless road 
surrounded on both sides by a plowed field that allowed clouds of soft dust to arise and ride upon the 
blustery wind. Along either side of the field were the ragged timber, and through the center of the field 
ran only a two rut road that went on and on into a distant shimmering infinity. What lay at the end of 
this road? What danger lay ahead? Were we only destined to wonder aimlessly forward in-spite of 
unseen hazards, and without any honorable purpose or logical end? Is that what this journey is about, 
he thought in silence to himself? Or are we to only plod along like the deer or the rabbit, pausing only 
to take our fill of nourishment or drink? 

The hellion had always pondered serious questions along those lines, but the answer was always the 
same, and no matter how far out he wandered intellectually, he always wound up right back from 
whence he began. Who was he? What purpose did he have for being here? Why was he plodding along 
this dust beaten wind swept road out here in the middle of nowhere? What had brought him here? Was 
his home life all that bad, he asked himself in silence? Why did it not matter as to the hazards that 
might be concealed in waiting somewhere up ahead? It was like a motivation deep down on the inside 
that kept propelling him forward. He could not stop now even if he wanted to. Oh he had thought about 
it many times, even to the point of obsessing over the matter for brief periods of times. But something 


built into him on the inside pushed him forward, forcing him to endure the difficulties and hardships 
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that lay in waiting...and to keep moving ahead, straight-forth, no matter what hazard or misfortune 
came his way. 

The hellion glanced upward into the skies where dark clouds were now gathering. A puff of cool 
breeze seemed to blow with more intensity as he continued to plod along, his boots now completely 
broken in and feeling very comfortable. A streak of blue fire suddenly cut the gray sky above. On his 
face he felt one small droplet of liquid, then two, then five, and suddenly an entire shower began to 
hammer the dry earth that lay beneath his feet and the dusty road that lay before him. Deep inside his 
breast he longed to turn and run back toward the camp on the hill, but he could not, he must keep 
forward. So he continued to plod along, his booted feet now smacking the wet mud instead of thudding 
upon the hard dry dusty ground. 

The wet mud slipped from time to time beneath his booted feet. Was the entire earth against him? 
Had he been rejected by the entire natural world surrounding him? No matter if he had been rejected, 
he still had to carry on in his journey, to keep pushing forward no matter what. His face was frozen 
forward, keeping his eyes fixed upon the two rut now muddied road that lay in front of him and ran 
beneath his feet. The pelting cold droplets of rain fell with such intensity that they stung him when they 
struck his skin. He shut his eyes tightly, then abruptly opened them, only to have the vision that he saw 
of the road suddenly blurred by the hammering rain droplets. He wiped the water from his eyes, and for 
a short time, he could clearly see the mud soaked two ruts that lay in front of him going on for the same 
dreary infinity as before, except that now the road would disappear into a huge puddle of standing 
water, then reappear on the opposite side, to go into the endless distance. Why did the environment 
surrounding him and the road beneath his feet, put him to so much trouble in making what could 
ordinarily just be a very simple journey, a pleasant walk in the pleasantly warm weather of fall? What 
had he done? Had he angered the supreme God of this pleasant realm, or was this just the way that 


things were on the journey of life? No matter what the answers to these questions were, he still had an 
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obligation to himself to continue on, a compulsion from deep within to push on no matter what the 
circumstances surrounding him. 

He continued his walk forward with his face stern into the rain and the wind, his eyes fixed 
steadfast upon the road. The road would change it's elevation from time to time, rising into a small hill, 
then falling, as if once more to make another attempt at complicating the life and the walking efforts of 
the hellion. After a while, the rain ceased but then the winds picked up, sometimes puffing in forceful 
puffs that nearly pushed his walking body three steps backwards. He pushed forward with the strength 
in his legs until the muscles in his thighs hurt, driving himself forward in-spite of the angry wind. The 
constant pain of pushing caused him to divert his mind from the grinding hurt, and allow his spirit to 
float forward upon the wind. That was how he learned to deal with intense pain as a small child, to 
separate his mind from his body and repress the hurt simply by thinking on doing so, and allow his 
spirit to float backward into a much more pleasant time known at a time in the past. He once literally 
had to force his mind to accomplish this amazing feat, but now he had been doing it for so long that it 
all came natural to him. Soon he went into a trance like state of being. 

Now he found himself standing in the church yard of his cherished youth, smiling into the glowing 
face of his best friend, Fish. Fish was a youth of his own age and approximate size, who possessed a 
high flare for unique adventure, just as he himself. Fish was not his real name, it was a name that he 
had earned out of an unusual love for water and the act of collecting fish. Most had known him as Fish 
for so long that many who were somewhat new to the area did not even know his true name by now. 
When the hellion had moved from the Virginia creek, Fish was the very first person that he had met, 
and had been a very best friend ever since that time. 

“T got something to show you, and you just won't believe it Johnny Boy. Let me tell you that much,” 
Fish said with a happy smile. 


The hellion smiled, then replied: “Well do tell. I know that you have disappeared most Sundays, and 
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since I know you so well, I suspected that you were up to something....So what have you found that is 
fun to show and see?” 

“Well,” replied Fish, “be careful who you give money to these days....Come on with me and take a 
look see at what I found!” 

Fish turned and disappeared around the azalea bushes that graced the edge of the old church yard. 
The hellion was right behind him. On the right hand side of the church yard where the old hitching 
posts still stood, was a solid tin rain gutter that ran all the way to the top of the church building. Fish 
was a master at climbing anything, so shinnying up the gutter was no problem for him. Even though 
there stood a parking lot on that side of the church building, it seemed that the mass of people never 
noticed anything that went on there...and there tended to be lots that went on from time to time. Even 
though the surrounding scene was safe, Fish still became impatient and slightly irate for the moment. 

“Hurry up now boy,” he whispered. “My Grandma can climb this thing faster than you,” he spoke as 
he paused upon the rooftop glaring down impatiently at the hellion. 

Soon the hellion swung his legs from the gutter onto the asphalt shingled rooftop of the church 
building. He stood upon his feet gasping for breath. 

“Follow me...up here,” whispered Fish, pointing toward the bell in the steeple. 

Both walked quickly but very silently up the rooftop taking long strides toward the steeple. Soon 
they reached the top, being very careful to conceal themselves from the people who stood about talking 
on the church grounds before going home, as they did so every Sunday since who knows when. They 
approached the steeple, which appeared as some sort of roofed well. Before them hung the bell on a 
pivot rod, with a large rope that ran from a small arm on the black bell, right down through a softball 
sized hole in the flooring of the “bell chapel,” as it was called by the adults. Fish smiled, looking up at 
the hellion as he said: “Come on now, follow me! Do as I do,” he whispered. 


First Fish jumped inside the bell chapel, squatting down for cover, then the hellion leaped over the 
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decorated sides, taking cover right beside him. Both walked across the flooring of the bell chapel until 
they came to a hinged board in the rear, on the opposite side of the bell. 

“Follow me,” whispered Fish with a cheerful smile! XXXX 

Fish eased the hinged cover backward, exposing a ladder that ran down into a thick darkness that 
seemed to swallow it all up. Both boys eased down the latter until they came to the inside of the church 
attic. Fish then stepped off of the latter, being very careful to walk along the rafters of the church 
building. The hellion instinctively knew that if he stepped off of the rafters, he was certain to fall 
through since the old weakened plank board was not strong enough to support his weight. Both boys 
scooted their feet along the wooden rafter in complete silence, in a diagonal direction for forty yards of 
so, until they stood over the office room in the rear corner of the church building. Underneath they 
could hear the shuffling of feet about on the wooden floor of the church building. Fish smiled, pointing 
toward the hole over which was positioned the flange of an antique chandelier. Through the gap in the 
hole, every now and then the hellion could glimpse the sight of a body dressed in a long black robe 
moving back and forth underneath. Fish soon eased over to the hole in complete silence, carefully 
picking up a small three inch by three inch section that appeared to the hellion to have been sawed of 
just for the purpose of spying. 

“Did you do this,” asked the hellion? 

Fish smiled, placing his right index finger over his lips and pointing to the exposed hole. The hellion 
glanced down into the hole, squatting to get a much clearer and complete view. When the robbed body 
moved to the right and disappeared, he squatted for a much more closer examination. The robbed figure 
was the preacher who had walked over to a four by four table that he now stood next to. The table 
appeared to have been crafted from fine oak from a time very distant in the past. On the table was 
positioned six brass offering plates filled with silver coins and bills. The preacher glanced around 


quickly, then picked one of the plates up with his left hand, then pulling the robe with his right to 
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expose a large pocket, he tipped the edge of the plate up to fill the opened pocket with the cash. He 
then opened the locked door that was closed behind him and stepped out, disappearing from view. 
“Wooow,” gasped the hellion in shock and surprise. 
“Just stand here for a minute or three and watch, then I want to show you something else,” whispered 
Fish with a smile, placing his right index finger over his lips. 

Soon the preacher came back inside through the door. This time he pulled his pocket on the left side, 
filling it, then on the right side, filling it with the cash as well. The hellion glanced over to the widened 
eyes of his friend who had his right index finger over his lips. The preacher made another trip back 
inside the office room, went back out, then came back in later to get the last remaining plateful of cash. 
Just as soon as he disappeared out the door Fish bumped the hellion and said with a loud whispering 
voice: “Come on, we must now move quickly!” 

Both kids walked as briskly as they could across the rafter supports of the church building, then back 
up the latter and into the bell chapel. They both squatted down in front of the wall facing the front side 
of the churchyard and the church entrance. 

“Look,” pointed Fish with a smile! 

The hellion gazed forward as the preacher made his way across the church yard and the paved road, 
and into the parsonage home. Both kids laughed as Fish exclaimed, “ how's that much for a days' take? 
But you could never tell my Papa that. He would just tan my hide for even bothering to find out. So I 
guess that I will just keep it too myself, but I won't ever forget. What about you, Johnny Boy?.....” 
....Now the rains had ceased and the sun was shinning with a new found brilliance. The air without felt 
newly refreshed and really clean. Only the mud of the road remained, but even that somehow seemed 
to be slightly mending itself, as if it were apologizing to the hellion for it's unjustified assault. He 
continued to walk on with no end in sight. Even though he had begun to feel comfortable, like the earth 


was attempting to amend itself with him, at the same time he felt that the feeling just might be a 


26 


precursor to something else that lay ahead in the unseen distance. On and on he walked for an untold 
distance. It now seemed to him that he had been walking for days instead of many hours. He had lost 
track of time. Maybe he had been walking along for a day, or two, or maybe even three complete days. 
If that was indeed true, how come he could not recall the nights? Had he just walked on through while 
in his trance like state of mind, without any recollection? Ahead the road still ran on for the same 
infinite shimmering distance. Ahead, far far ahead, the road seemed to bounce along several small hills 
until it just ran into an unseen void and then vanished from view. 

He continued to walk along, passing several short but thick wax myrtle bushes that grew in heavy 
patches by the roadside. His ears detected a high pitched hum. What was the source of this sound, he 
muttered to himself? Soon a dark cloud formed among the limbs of the bushes, then settling on the 
hellion from both sides, biting and stinging him for their share of his blood. He raced forward with all 
of his might, slapping and swatting, hoping to strike them all dead. He continued to race forward until 
he was out in the open again and ceased running from being out of breath. The buzzing was now silent 
and the assault seemed to have stopped. He itched a bit here and there, on the arms and the neck or 
back, but otherwise, that was all that there was to his unfortunate experience. He continued to move 


forward, on down the road to nowhere, that old dirty two rut wagon road with no end in sight. 


Chapter 2 
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His now very comfortable boots continued to plod along, the yellow and red mud gradually 
transforming into the sand that it once was before the rain. The wind seemed to pick up a slow pace as 
the mud dried. Maybe the wind was what was causing the mud to turn back into sand in the first place. 
Forward into the wind he continued to walk, never looking back, not even considering going back to 
camp without knowing what lay in store for him when the road ended. He owed that much to himself, 
to continue on until the bitter end, no matter come-what-may. 

He recalled, way back into the shadows of his memory, a very similar experience. He was about ten 
or so then. That old narrow dirt road ran on for several miles, it seemed. Finally he and his best friend 
Fish made it to the very end. That road ended seemingly into a tall virgin wood-stand. Upon their 
arrival at the wood-stand, the two noticed that the road actually turned to the right, then was swallowed 
up by the towering pine and live oak trees. When they followed it, it came to a stop right at the front of 
a very weathered wooden plantation bi-level home that had been swallowed up by the bushes and trees 
that grew up tight against the front door and the entire front face of the house. The heavy tulip popular 
door bore a silver stainless chain that spanned the breadth with a large cast-iron padlock in the center. It 
was a simple matter to pry the door back with a wooden lever and move it enough for two slim boys to 
enter. Upon entering, he will never forget what his eyes beheld. It was not much to some people, but it 
certainly was to him, and especially at that time. 

When they entered, several hay bales sat upon the floor of the old home. The smell and the feel 
instantly told the two that the old antique home had surly been used as a pack house once upon a time 
in the not so distant past. Most of these hay bales lay to the right side of the floor, and some few were 
stacked neatly beside the right wall. To the left, sat neatly stacked were cardboard boxes approximately 
three feet by three feet in measurement. The two could not help but investigate. 


As they approached the boxes, it was noticed all of them appeared to be sealed with some sort of old 
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clear plastic binding tape, of the type used to seal boxes kept in warehouses. Because of it's age, this 
tape nearly fell off with the slightest of effort. When they pulled back the upper box leaves, to their 
shock and amazement were stacks of carefully folded long dresses, that appeared to date back to the 
nineteen twenties, or there about. When Fish took one of them out, both were amazed as to just how 
much it was still solid and had not deteriorated. 

“Wow, this thing is at least fifty years old,” said Fish as he held the dress up for inspection. 

“Yea, just think what else might be in those boxes, since we have already found this,” replied the 
hellion with a sly smile. 

The two hurriedly opened three more boxes, exposing more clothes from that bygone era. Generally 
speaking, clothes only interested them to a limited extent. They were looking for something that held 
just a bit more excitement. When they opened the fourth box, they discovered what it was that they 
were in search of, at least for a good starter. Notes from home written on the Western Front, during the 
first great European war. Soon they came across several silver uniform buttons in the bottom of the 
box. Both of them divided these up evenly among them selves, carefully dropping them into their 
denim overall bib pockets. Soon they grew inpatient and opened another box, and there it was, a 
genuine US WWI corporal's uniform, complete with the little gold mop on each shoulder! This 
discovery really made their day. They laid it to the side and continued to open more boxes. 

After a short spell they discovered more war uniforms, but the most exciting were the old civil war 
uniforms. These gray cotton fiber creations were so weighted and deteriorated by the passage of time, 
that when they were picked up, they simply crumbled. The only one that opened and hung down as if 
the fiber was still in good condition, was the one that lay in the very bottom of the box. The gold on it's 
buttons still shined as if they were brand new, and the clear letters read CSA, Sargent Braddock. 

Both looked around, finding an old burlap bag that was in great condition, the hellion seized it up, 


placing the uniform and many other objects carefully inside. This bag would make a nice back pack, he 
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thought to himself. Upon being filled, the old burlap bag was then tied shut with a piece of hay rope 
laying near by. The hellion handed the bag to his friend, Fish, then stepped out the front door of the 
house. He retracted his pocket knife, carefully cutting a one inch diameter Y shaped tree limb. He 
stepped back inside and the two began tying the sealed bag to the limb. After they had carefully ran 
several wraps of twine around the old bag, they looped three strands and twisted them together, making 
two arm straps for each side of the bag. 

“This is how one makes an on-the-spot back pack,” laughed the hellion as he held the bag up now 
bearing a wooden frame. 

“Yea, I guess we'll take turns carrying it,” smiled Fish..... 
......He smiled with the recollection of this fine discovery and the take back to his home. It was an 
extraordinary treasure that carried the same thrill that he found when he discovered the old confederate 
sword standing proudly in the corner of an old forgotten log tobacco barn that stood defiantly upon a 
briar covered long overlooked hillside by the creek. Or the time that he discovered a bent and rusted 
bayonet from some long since forgotten civil war skirmish hanging in the limb fork of a time-honored 
crape myrtle that stood in the center of his Aunt Alice's cabin home. The objects in his hand connected 
him with the tales of glory that he had been told by the elders now long since departed, and for some 
strange reason, there was an excitement that was carried in the unveiling of these forgotten objects.... 

The wind had picked up it's pace now, and was steadily beating him in his face. He carefully licked 

his parched lips. As his tongue ran across the surface of his lips, he felt that the skin of his lips had 
popped up in certain specific places. He reached up with his right forefinger and his thumbnail, seizing 
the pieces of dried skin and pulling them from his lower lip. He held his eyes forward, keeping them 
forward fixed on an end that he could not determine, that was still enshrouded within the void of all 
that lay unknown to the mortal wisdom of mankind. Why did he wish to keep moving on, he asked 


himself in the silence of mental voice? Why did he not just give up and turn back, just go back into the 
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comfort of the campsite and the sweet pleasure of the creeks monotone melody? The recollection of the 
the song bird's pleasant relaxing chirp and melody, the chatter of the squirrels as they raced about down 
the tree trunks and leaped from tree bough to tree bough, the thought of the simple pleasure of that well 
chosen campsite, was almost more than he could physically resist. The dark urge to just 
throw-in-the-towel and go where eternal peace and solitude abounds was almost more than he could 
bear. But when he was on the very edge of giving up, something called him from deep inside, to 


continue forward along the forward course of the road. The end was certain to be a glorious one 


....As he plodded along, over and over again he heard this statement reverberate on the whispering 
wind as it's whisper gradually increased into a very gentle howl...7he end will be a glorious one..The 
end is certain to be a glorious one...All that you must do is to continue forward on your journey... The 
fruits of your labor will indeed come to you at that time..... 

He looked around frantically searching for the source of that voice, that haunting voice that rode 
upon the whispering wind. He gazed across the opened field by the road side, but all that his eyes 
beheld was the ragged logged over wood that bent with the flow of the wind. He looked forward but his 
eyes only beheld that same monotonous two rutted road that ran on and on and on into a shimmering 
infinite eternal ending that his eyes could not perceive. What unseen apparition was responsible for 
telling him such lies concerning a glorious ending that he was to come into? What dastardly trick was 
being conceived by this entity that he was surly being baited into? Was it a punishment for the sins of 
his youth? He did not deserve any blessings, he muttered aloud to himself, so why did he expect any 
favors? Was his sin one of a conscious doing, or was it just a simple fallacy of being mortal flesh, blood 
and bone? Was the need for new thrills and excitement such a terrible conscious sin, or simply a fallacy 
of being mortal? If it was, then what were one's options in the course of his mortal life, only to live 


such a boring monotonous existence, or to only die without ever having lived at all? 
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He quickly angered at the thought. When he analyzed the message that he had been told all of his 
life, he hesitated to admit it to himself, but the conclusion was just that, to withhold from pleasures of 
the mortal flesh, and only to die a death of the mortal body without ever having lived a full mortal life. 
What was this, then, some sort of thought control by an unseen mortal elite? Why, he reasoned within 
himself, could he not have it all, a full mortal life and a complete life within the world of the spirit, 
when the time came? This mortal life was all that he had a first hand knowledge of, so he had to make 
the best of it, he reasoned. The consequence, however, was to suffer some sort of repercussion from the 
hand of powerful unseen forces. This was unfair, he thought to himself, unfair that man was created as 
mortal and thrust into a mortal world, but was forbidden to explore the pleasure and excesses within 
that world. Then for doing so was why the phantom of the old two rut dirt road was torturing him, 
making him suffer so, to give him a solid retribution for the past glory and pleasure that he had enjoyed 
in such abundance during his earlier years. Again on this thought he tried to turn back, but could not do 
so, he could only plod forward along, allowing one boot to go in-front of the other, toward an infinite 
end somewhere beyond a distant wooded horizon. 

As he ambled along facing the wind, his mind once more began to drift back into an earlier time. 
Once more he stood in the door of his elementary school and he saw himself playing war with his 
classmates using rubber bands and S shaped paperclips. The entire classroom had fragmented into 
small four person armies destined to conquer one another, or take the entire classroom down in 
confusion. He laughed to himself as he recalled himself as the leader of the entire melee, the very one 
responsible for starting it all. 

Again his mind shifted into another scene, and he recalled his best friend, Fish, bringing a 
Styrofoam cup into class, and then filling it with hot piss right there in the classroom beneath his 
desktop. This he sat in the center of the floor, somehow hoping to cause a commotion. When the end 


result did not pan out, the hellion conjured his own idea to encourage confusion, telling Fish, “watch 
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out, and watch this, if you wanna see them run in fear.” Fish moved into a seat across the room and the 
hellion stomped the cup top evenly with the flat of his boot sole, sending the pungent liquid flying out 
in every direction. All of the students, especially the girls, fled about in a terror scramble. The funniest 
part of the deal was watching the poor teacher struggle to regain control of the classroom. That year 
had been her first year teaching and her last year, according to what he was later told.... 

..... He laughed to himself as he walked along, his mind now shifting again, and he stood upon the ball 
field play ground, just behind the baseball net shield in the far right hand comer. Now he stood viewing 
the mortal combat engaged in by him and Fish against a rival gang of hooded thugs. They were taking 
blows from every side, every way that his head turned his face was being suddenly stopped by the 
powerful blow of a balled up fist. Him and Fish were practically back to back, with the mob swarming 
all about them. 

“Follow me to the ditch bank,” said Fish. “Do it in a way that will draw them in to us.” He did so, he 
followed Fish and when they both stood by the ditch the mob followed on their heels. Fish suddenly 
raced about ten yards out, seizing a myrtle bush and breaking the limb. As the mob rushed them both, 
he tossed the limb and the yellow jackets began to swarm, covering the attacking mob only to send 
them fleeing out for cover in the distance. The yellow jackets followed the mob, all that he and Fish 
had to then do was to then walk away from the combat zone. It was all hilarious, then and now, how he 
and one more adventurous individual conquered a raging army single hand-idly! Who had ever heard 


of such, and furthermore, who would ever believe it if they did hear it.....? 
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Chapter 3 


...... The old dirt road still went on for an infinity. When was it ever destined to end? When is this 
humiliating painful journey ever to end? He stumbled on a root elbow that seemed to just pop out of the 
earth for no good reason at all. Maybe the purpose was to cause him to fall. Damn the phantom of the 
old dirt road for that, he thought to himself. I will show him! I'll do what I want to, think what I want to 
and live my own mortal life just as I please, and no phantom nor any body else is ever going to tell me 
that I can't! I have had fun during the course of my life, and tell me, oh phantom of the dirt road, why I 
should not do that? I will make it into glory in-spite of your efforts to keep me from doing so. In the 
end, I will be the great shinning success that you are so determined to keep me from realizing. You and 
everybody else will see. So just watch me as I continue on, and weep in your sick disgrace when you 
see that nothing you do will ever make me stop! 

He continued to plod on down the infinite road, going through more mud, clouds of mosquitoes and 
those biting swarms of blood sucking yellow flies. Many times he had nearly stepped upon the orange 
and black banded corn snake that suddenly appeared out of no where, hiding in the dust of the road. It 
now seemed that every tenth step caused one of these deadly monsters to crawl from underneath some 
root elbow that had popped up in such a way that it formed a shelter from the elements out in the open 
expanse of sand, mud, and dust. Other times, when he passed through a low area with standing water 
surrounded by mud stomped ridges created by herds of deer during the darkest hours of night, the long 
ruddy gray body of a large water moccasin eased across the entire expanse of the road. The skin of the 


serpent seemed to blend perfectly with the coloring and texture of sand and wet mud. The hellion 
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would take a single step, never seeing the evil that lurked in complete silence, only to see him when he 
snapped away like a new spring being released with the step of his foot. The fear jolted him, the 
thoughts of stepping on a beast who was part of the King Cobra family, sent cold chills of terror 
running throughout his entire body. A bite from that monster could not be neutralized by even the best 
anti-venom, hell, the anti-venom had not even been invented yet, as far as he knew anything about! 

What was this about? Why was suddenly a serpent at every tenth step, so it now seemed? Was this 
some attempt by that demon of the dirt road to slow him down, to keep him from reaching his 
appointed destination, or was this the punishment for his many sins allowed upon him in sacred 
retribution from the Almighty himself? In silence he hoped that the former was the case, because if it 
was, then his retribution was assured upon reaching the end of the old dirt road. At the end of the road, 
he would surly be a saved man then, totally redeemed by the blood of the saints. He would then be 
destined to walk into his eternal golden glorious reward. 

What a nice pleasant warm thought, he smiled to himself as he walked along. All that he had to do 
to obtain this wonderful reward was to continue along on his appointed path, to think on all that was 
good and pleasant, and to just take the unpleasant as it came along, and trust in the Almighty above to 
see him through with it, and he surly would. How much more simple could it all be? 

Deep in his heart he sang praises to the Almighty, thanking him graciously for seeing him through 
to the point that he was now at along his predestined journey. He had nothing to fear with the glory of 
the good Lord on his head, and the warm pleasant feeling of purified sacred sanctity flowing into his 
yearning breast. As he looked around, thinking on all of these thoughts, the entire world about appeared 
to take on a new look and feel. Everything about him seemed to worship the glory of the good Lord 
who dwells in heaven above. The birds seemed to sing with a new happy song that gave him the feel 
enlightened joy. The once forbidding wind seemed to merely pat him in his forward face, rather than 


push at him with an evil violence. The shrubs and vegetation appeared to possess a new emerald aura 
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that they never possessed before during the course of his journey. Oh how wonderful it truly is just 
walk about in the spirit of grace that follows the footpath of God in heaven above. 

The more that he walked about and viewed the world as he traveled the course of that old dirt road, 
the more that he had came to view his journey as a sacred one, not just a journey for thrills born out of 
some unenlightened mortal freedom of choice. He had been predestined to make this journey, this 
sacred pilgrimage, if you will. He must endure, even to the very end, no matter what obstacles it was 
that the evil enemy should cast before him, be they serpents, bugs, or even brigands, he must persevere 
even unto the very end. This was what he had been chosen to do. He cannot give up and go back now, 
just because he craved the warmth of the fire in camp behind him, he must do what he has to do. 

As he walked along he thought on all of these things and pondered those questions already asked, 
and many more farther on still. While he walked, a huge flock of blackbirds passed overhead, pouring 
what felt like a rain of pungent fecal material upon him as he moved along. He tried to duck down, so 
that their bombing raid would effectively miss him, but there was nowhere to hide underneath, nothing 
to crawl under, no bush, no crumbling shelter, no natural overhang....., no not anything at all. All that 
he had before him was open field and the infinite two rutted dirt road. It was almost as if the birds 
flying above had planned all of this well, being careful to catch him out in the open. Their plan was 
fool proof, an absolute certainty to climax into success. They had done their research well as they had 
observed his journey along. He wondered, as he walked along, just how much the evil demon of the 
two rut road had payed them to perform this favor for him, and with what? 

But that could not be, he argued with himself as he walked along the two rut road, they are only 
birds and birds just fly along, doing what birds always do. Birds do not have any perception of manners 
and ethics, as far as knowing to take care that a fellow creature of the wood ambled along beneath 
them. The urge struck them and they simply gave response in kind. If the urge had been that of hunger, 


they would have stopped to feed. If the urge had of been thirst, then they would have paused to drink, 
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and so it all goes. That is just how birds and beasts of the field are, he reasoned in silence with himself. 
Only humans possess the ability to care for his fellow creatures at the expense of his own urges. Only 
humans and the sacred angels in hallowed heaven high above, he thought as he walked along. 

As he walked along smiling to himself warmly at those wise conclusions to his own questions and 
philosophical reasoning, his mind began to drift once again. Once again it drifted back to his high 
school days that now lay far into a past long since swallowed up by the rolling waves of time. He 
recalled vividly how on every Friday night the prevailing custom was to ride the thirteen miles or so 
into a small town called Jones-vile. His mind will never forget it, Jones-vile was where all of the action 
way back then was, and for such a small town, it surly had some thrills to be had. Outsiders would just 
never believe it, how such a small town could be so wild and crazy. 

Even now his mind can vividly recall driving onto main-street, first coming to the round shaped 
courthouse, then circling it right before entering the down town area. Beginning on Friday night all of 
the beach traffic came to ride down the main street to “whoop-up-the-town” as they once called it. This 
was a tradition that went way back even to the time of his Grandfather, so he had been told. The idea 
was to simply break loose and go “hog-wild,” as they once said. In his mind he could still see himself 
racing at top speed with his friends Curt, Robbin, and Devon. All four of them always rode in Curt's 
seventy four Chevy Chevelle. 

“You give that gas pedal hell, there Johnny Boy,” screamed Curt, with his low pitched heavy rogues 
voice. “Cause this son-of-a-bitch will just get up and go, I tell you. It just don't carry a souped up 302 
engine for nothing, you damn dirty dogs!” 

It never took long, before the game even began at a good pace, the blue lights were behind them 
flashing, demanding that they pull over. 

“Just stay calm boys,” rumbled Curt. “There is not much traffic in town yet, and by my figures, that 


train should be coming through rite about now. Give it hell, there Johnny Boy. Put that pedal clean 
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through the metal and just leave these Texas bubblegum machines way back in midnight yonder 

He recalled how the automobile suddenly took off with a sudden new found burst of energy, just 
like it had some sort of rocket boosters in it's tank, or something. The needle soon registered seventy, 
eighty, then a hundred, then a hundred and thirty. The storefronts on the main-street seemed as a blur 
now, Johnny recalled, the speed was so intense and dramatic! It was only seven in the evening and the 
traffic right now was very thin, thank goodness he recalled thinking as he raced along. He heard the 
whining horn of the diesel engine train as it clipped along, since the conductor also knew that traffic 
was very thin at this time. 

“Hang on, all of you filthy dogs....it's coming.....it's coming...right about...,” rumbled the slurred half 
inebriated voice of Curt as the car struck the mound of the rail road embankment. The diesel engine 
crossed with a loud reverberating whine as the car went air born, seeming to fly some twenty feet into 
the air before striking the ground, sending a rooster tail shower of sparks some thirty feet into the night 
air. By the time the front wheels had struck the asphalt the train was well past the point of impact on the 
railroad mound, and the police effectively sealed off from their angry pursuit. 

Soon as the wheels were back on the road again and all effective control regained, the hellion cut 
sharply to the left, going in the opposite direction of the train as it whined and raced along the track. 
He turned back again going toward the tracks, but a mile or so up the road, crossing them just as the 
train passed. 

“That's right, oh Johnny boy! That's right! We've out foxed these pigs for sure now. Take this thing 
two miles up and turn on Tar Kiln road, and lets stop out on skeeter hill in front of the old witch 
doctor's cabin and rest for a while before going back into town later on...Whataya say there, my scurvy 
boys?” 

“Sounds good to all of us,” replied the other two in the back seat. 


Johnny never replied, he just kept driving. It seemed in a snap that he had covered the two miles, 
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finding himself turning onto Tar Kiln road, then pausing on the slight summit right in front of the witch 
doctor's cabin. The cabin was an abandoned relic swallowed by wax myrtle bushes and scrub oak trees. 
On the inside of the old home bottles and spoons were still stacked neatly by the fireplace just like the 
old wizard was due to return at anytime. He had been gone some thirty years now, according to what all 
of them had been told by the elders. This old weathered cabin was a favorite place for all of them to 
party and to take their dates, way back in those days. Few other people dared to go there, since 
according to local tradition, the place had been cursed by his haunting apparition. All of them left the 
bottles and spoons alone out of respect for the old man, if somehow he should return, even though all 
of them knew that he never would. 

When the car came to rest, all of them rolled the windows down, and their ears were shocked when 
the entire county seemed to be swarming with the wail of the police sirens. It sounded as if thousands 
of them were on the hunt. 

“What ya think, boys? The pigs are all out on a hunt tonight, and guess who it is that they are after? 
Don't that make ya feel good, knowing that they are a hunting but they will never find us? It sure does 
me...it just runs through my veins like a drug that I can't ever get enough of, I tell you.” 

The sound of pressurized beer cans popping open seemed to fill the car with their noise. All the 
hands raised high with the opened cans touching one another. 

“Hoist high these cheers to our new success,” spoke the hellion! 

“Yea, one day they'll write stories about us, and our children will tell their children, and so on,” 
slurred Devon. 

“Cheers,” they all said simultaneously, bumping the half empty cans together......! 

...... The hellion smiled to himself as he walked along. He still reveled in the glory of the night even to 
this very day. He knew on the inside that he was somehow not supposed to do so, not now, not since he 


had vowed to turn from his evil ways. But he could not help it. From time to time, every now and 
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again, he just could not help but find pleasure in how he out foxed all of those who sought to put binds 
upon his free spirit, and there were many from many different directions who strongly desired to hold 
him down. Some of them appeared to be his friend to his face, then went behind his back and attempted 
to pull strings in a perverted hope that he might have trouble at work, or trouble at school, or that the 
police might suddenly pounce upon him. In this way they could proclaim that the “retribution of the 
Lord had found him at long last. You just can not do evil and get by. All secrets made in the dark are 
certain to be brought out into the light,” he could hear them all saying. 

“But none never did,” he muttered aloud to himself. They never caught me, he thought in silence. 
He had the last laugh. He had out foxed all of the dogs and foxes! They had all put their very best on 
him. The proud police man who roamed the streets trying to appear hard with a stiff face. The local 
warden, who had vowed that he would capture him no matter to what extent that he had to go, 
according to what he was warned by a close associate in town. No matter how hard they tried, they 
could never catch him. Still he hunted at liberty, collecting a year's worth of meat in a single sweep of 
his spotlight. Still he raised hell with unabated free will all across town, whooping it up in any manner 
that his heart and imagination led him to do so. Everywhere that they all thought that he was, well he 
was sure to be in the opposite direction! Yea, just let them all come on. Nothing or no body is ever 
going to stop me! 

With a satisfied fondness as he continued to walk he recalled how several hours later on that same 
evening, all of them eased off of skeeter hill and away from the old witch doctor's cabin. Riding back 
into to Jones-vile town. Once more they rounded the courthouse, and eased on into the down town area, 
soon they were nearing the same railroad tracks that they had jumped earlier. Strangely, they saw no 
cops. 

“Check it out, you saucy dogs, the pigs don't seem to be around,” rumbled the pockmarked face of 


Curt. 
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“Maybe they are all on the other side of the county a lookin' for us still,” laughed the Hellion, who 
was now riding in the back seat on the right-hand side. 

“We gotta give 'em something else to remember us by,” roared Devon from the driver's seat at the 
wheel. Do something crazy as a fox in a box, oh Johnny boy!” 

Curt reached underneath the front passenger seat, right in front of the hellion, producing a fresh 
bottle of Tennessee Whiskey. The seal had been broken and a nip or three had been taken, but all in all, 
that was about it. 

“Here you damned hellion, you, let's sip a little encouragement to raise a little more hell in this 
place, boys!” 

Curt raised the bottle and pulled a long drink from it that seemed like it would take five minutes or 
more for him to complete his turn, then he passed it to the hellion. The hellion did like wise, feeling the 
pleasant burn of the charcoal flavored, but very smooth liquid as it raced down his throat. He soon felt 
relaxed as the tea colored drink filled his stomach, giving off a warm glowing heat that radiated out 
from his face. He then passed the bottle to Robin who turned the bottom up with the same eagerness. 

As the crew drank, the Chevy eased down through town in a long line of cars filled with young and 
old alike, ready for what ever form of new excitement should come their way. Many times a car load of 
rip roaring women passed who would give them a thumbs up, and motion for them all to pull over in 
the old Food Lion parking lot. It wouldn't take long for some real rocking fun to start when they did so, 
most of the time. They were all hoping for a crew that they had met a couple of weeks earlier to pass by 
and add a little spice to their night, or to meet some new crew who would give them a fresh thumbs up, 
but when none rode passed, they all grew impatient and looked for a way to stir up a new thrill of one 
sort or another. 

“Come up with something, oh Johnny boy,” they all cried. You are good at that sort of thing when no 


body else is!” 
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Soon the liquor bottle turned up dry, and one of them said, “Damn, the liquor is all gone! What are 
we going to do now?” 

“Look out now, boys! See old man Teeter Thompson s' hardware store? Hugh? Ya see it now, boys,” 
asked the half drunken hellion. 

“Yea! Yea! Yea,” they all said together! 

“Remember how he acted like such a son-of-a-bitch when we carried that new tent and chain saw 
back to him that time?” 

“Yea! Yea! Yea,” the other three said in unison with new excitement in their voices! 

“Devon, you remember that time that he cussed your Mama just for returning an old dress that he 
sold for new, back during those days when he sold clothes and hardware?” 

“T sure do,” firmly stated Devon as he continued to drive along. 

“Let's show this damn dirty pig something tonight, boys. He needs to learn a lesson in how to treat 
his customers!” 

“Yea, I got you,” the other three said in unison. 

“Devon, when I do what I am about to do, you zip up to the intersection there an turn off on 
Bowman's lane to the right. Just cut your wheels sharply to the right, with half off on the road and half 
out on the sidewalk, and drive right around the traffic and up to the intersection, then make your right. 
Curt now take that twenty two pistol out from under the seat there as I get into my position. 

The hellion rolled the window down in the car. He reached over, grabbing hold of a Halloween 
mask that had been left laying around in the car for the last week since that other crazy night out on the 
town. The clear mask was the face of an evil clown that seemed to be a perfect flesh match as well as a 
perfect match for the moment. He quickly placed the mask on as he slid upward, coming to a rest upon 
the downed window and the closed door. In his right hand he carried the emptied liquor bottle. 


When the car eased up beside the large front window of the hardware store, like a bolt of lightening 
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the right arm of the hellion seemed to shoot the bottle forward, striking the storefront window, not only 
completely shattering it but fracturing the door as well. All of the thief alarms then suddenly went off 
from every direction. 

“Whoo-hoo, tear this damn place apart,” they all screamed in perfect unison! 

“That'll Teach him,” screamed another! 

The motor of the car seemed again as if it held booster rockets in it's gas tank. The front end of the 
car reared up as it made a sharp right-hand turn, heading toward the sidewalk. Soon they were all riding 
around the corner at the intersection and onto Bowman's lane. As they rounded the corner, the hellion 
seized hold of the famous Ruger's twenty two caliber pistol, sitting once again upon the window edge 
of the door, shooting with a steady aim at all of the stop lights, shattering each one as he did so, with 
the yellow, red, and green glass falling like a strange snow upon the pavement. In a blink they were a 
half mile or so at the next intersection, where they turned without stopping, heading out of town by 
going in an opposite direction. 

“Yea, boy, damn that was good you crazy calamity,” laughed a roar of approval from Curt. “Let's 
shoot on over to Leroy Coleman's house and hang out for a few hours, and let things settle down for a 
while. 

Leroy Coleman lived alone in an apartment on the other side of the county in a small community 
called Wastebern. He was trying hard to reform himself of his old free wheeling ways. His past, so it 
was said, had been fraught with dirty business deals, that is, when dealing with large business entities 
and the government, and lots of whore mongering topped off by a constant drunkenness. He had about 
quit it all except the drunkenness. As far as his fellow common man was concerned, he would give the 
shirt right off of his back, and was very careful to be perfectly honest in every way. He was 
unexpectedly generous, as most who got to know him were shocked to find out. He was also very 


understanding to any others who “lived the lifestyle” and were out to make war on what was otherwise 
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a very corrupt system at large. 

“Yea, all of ya, just come on in, just come on in and make ya selves right at home here with me...! 
So..... can well see that you've been up to something.....I feel like you might be on the run...now...a 
hiding out, or something,” he said in a half intoxicated voice as he held the front door open to his house 
and all of them passed by. 

“Can we just hang here for a bit,” asked Curt? 

“Well, you sure can, anytime...anytime. What's up, I feel that something is with you coming in at this 
time and all?” 

“Well....can we talk at another time,” asked Curt? 

“Yea, Iam here for ya at any time. Just feel free to come right on over now. Ya hear, boy?” 

So for three or maybe four hours they just sat around Leroy's apartment living room playing cards 
and taking shots, and talking, talking about everything except what had just happened. When 0300 
hours rolled up, Curt then approached Leroy again, humbly bowing as he asked, “ ...We need another 
favor, if you will, Leroy?” 

“What's it, boy, what's it now? Speak up, will ya?” 

“We want to change our clothes and borrow your car, if you will, sir?” 

“Well.....g0 ahead, boy. What's mine is yours. Take what ya need there boy..... 
......90 all of them changed clothes and the car, double checking to make sure that there were no 
firearms or alcohol bottles, empty or otherwise, in the new ride. The hellion would never forget the 
scene of complete kayos as they entered back into the town. The police had the road blocked off. It 
seemed as if every policeman in the entire county had descended upon that one town on that single 
night. Hundreds of them must be out, he recalled thinking as he looked around. Slowly they made their 
way back toward the old Food Lion parking lot, taking their rest in an empty parking place where 
several other vehicles sat. 
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“Well what happened,” asked Devon through a rolled down passenger window to the driver of the car 
next to him. 

“We don't know,” the driver of the car replied. “Just like always, some people doing a bunch of crazy 
mess around here. These pigs deserve it, though, if ya ask me. Look how these business people con 
everybody out of so much in overcharged fees. Look how they lie, saying a person's bills are going to 
be one thing, then when the bill comes due, they are three times higher. Then the person is trapped, 
man, just trapped because if he refuses to pay, they just slam it right into his credit report with no 
questions asked and without him having any check in the system to appeal to. All of these greedy 
sons-of-bitches deserve hell, if you are asking me,” spoke the man. 

All of them got out and stood around their cars, continuing to talk, laughing, joking, and speaking of 
the night's events. Soon the police walked up, wanting to know if any body had seen anything, but 
everybody just shook their heads saying: “We haven't seen a thing, man. We're just hanging out here on 
the comer and about to go to bed soon, with 0500 hours rolling around anytime.” 

The group of policeman just walked on, seemingly hanging their head in disappointment and 
frustration at being unable to figure out who the guilty culprits were, let alone where he could begin 
looking for them..... 

...... several months passed, and it seemed that just as soon as old man Thompson replaced his glass, 
then some body else would throw another round of freshly emptied glass through it, knocking it out all 
over again. It was almost as if it became some sort of fad just to see who could accomplish the wildest 
most outrageous feat, and do it without being discovered. Why, there was one weekend where some 
seven stores had their entire front glass shattered completely out. The police, following this incident, 
then drove the traffic out and then barricaded the entire town. Finally the day came, however...., he 
would never forget it....., when they finally caught a man in the act of smashing out a storefront glass. It 


was in the spring..he could not recall the year, but it was a long time ago; and when this man was 
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caught, he was then charged with smashing all of the glass that had been broken ever since that little 
fad commenced. If he recalled right, the bill exceeded fifty thousand dollars, and this was way back 
when dollars were round and very hard, as they used to say..... 

The hellion continued to plod along, his mind now skipping from one crazy scene in his past life 
right on into the next one. He thought of his old high school friend, old C Moore fresh from the loony 
store, as all of them once said, or just plain “C more and when ya look at me damn-it,” as he once said 
of himself! This very unique individual was surly some sort of mechanical genius. He would never 
forget the old blue '68 Volkswagen Beetle that C More owned. C More had rebuilt this car from the 
ground up during his ninth grade year at the high school. The car was a complete “James Bond” 
straight off of the movie set, he recalled thinking. It had an oil slick capacity, a concealing mist that 
could be emitted. This car even had a seat ejector, should the driver ever feel that he needed one. C 
More even claimed that he was in the processing of creating the seat in such a manner that when it was 
ejected, he would be able to fly away for long distances, coming to rest only when and where it was 
that he chose for it to. 

All of that being said, however, what the hellion recalled best and loved the most about this car was 
the AR-15 that C More had rigged to shoot exactly in the center of the light pattern cast out by the head 
lights. While he continued to walk along the old dirt road, he drew in a deep sigh, continuing to vividly 
recall those midnight deer hunts behind the old log church down Colonel Horbs' dirt road. The road 
eased down into the middle of a cypress swamp draped in gray hanging Spanish moss. It finally dead 
ended after a mile or so, at a small field that was always full with deer of turkey. The hellion chuckled 
underneath his breath as he recalled how they would ease up to the edge of this field, pop on the head 
lights, hit the red button where the cigarette lighter was and let the fully automatic weapon open up. 

One night they slew fifteen deer like this in a single sweep. Both of them filled their freezers up 


with fresh meat, with enough to carry them right on through until springtime planting. The next night 
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they went down into a place a few miles away called Tar Kiln neck, which was not exactly a field, but 
was an open area way down in the deep thick cypress swamp, when no lawman and very few citizens 
dared to ever venture. It was always said that there were things down there that people didn't even 
know about, like undocumented large animals. It was very true, that when he and C More sat for a spell 
with their windows down late at night, they heard strange howls and grunts that did not seem like any 
coyote or wolf that they knew anything about. One local claimed that he drove down there late one 
night in the spring one year to park with his wife, and a human type of hand about three times larger 
than an average man suddenly slapped his car door right flat and solid at the handle. According to his 
telling, the hand was covered with short thick coal black hair, and the arm was ripped with muscle, like 
an athlete of some sort. He said that it scared him so bad that he would never go back down there again, 
not even if his life depended on it. 

Such tales, however, had the very positive effect of creating the perfect hunting and trapping 
territory for two who were daring enough to venture in without fear. So for this reason, this place was 
the perfect place to hit next. Here five more deer were slain in a single sweep. This meat was for 
selling, and would pay a tidy sum for their troubles. The sum was about three hundred and fifty dollars, 
not extraordinary, but a nice bit for that day and time, he thought as he walked along. He could sell the 
meat at the local fish market that also doubled as a meat market where anything was possible. The deer 
hides they would soak in water mixed with alum' to tan them into very soft leather. These could then be 
stitched into very durable shirts and coats, decorated with Navaho beads in authentic native designs. 
These articles could then be resold at very considerable rates. On one occasion they were offered over a 
thousand dollars for a coat that they had crafted. The shirts could sell for more than a hundred on a 
good day. Small game could be sold as meat for decent rates, then the firs tanned and crafted into shirts 
or coats, or the game stuffed and sold for as much as the shirts or even the coats, if all of the conditions 


were just perfectly..... 
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......90 life went for him back in those days.... He sighed deeply again as he recalled how he kept wads 
of cash in his pocket from the hides, meat, and the liquor that he had distilled with old C More's help. 
They were known as the best distillers in the entire area, 'cause they knew the secret for making perfect 
shine every time. Simply use corn sugar, and sell only treble run. Treble run was shine that had been 
ran back through the still three times. One had less of a batch to sell, but the quality was dynamite, to 
say the least. Best part of all, it fetched the highest price. That plus his gaming at the pool table allowed 
the four of them to live very well back in those days. 

He had far more money way back then than he did now. Back then he always walked around with 
five thousand cash in his pants pocket, and five thousand more stashed underneath his car seat. He had 
all of the women, young and old, after him acting like their pants were on fire or something, it was all 
really crazy and enough to drive even the best of men insane! But now.....now all of these many years 
later, he had nothing... no cash, no stash, no house...., no not anything but the clothes on his back.... 
Hell, here he now was, just walking along on this foreboding empty dirt road all by himself. What was 
he to do? Where was he going to? Was he losing his poor mind? Maybe he was already insane? That 
was it, he was mad! There was just no other explanation for it. Think about it...why else would a fifty 
plus year old man be ambling along on a dusty empty wind swept dirt road, that went off into a 
shimmering no where? On top of that, here he was talking to himself, mumbling underneath his breath. 
God only knows just who might be hiding underneath some roll in the terrain looking and listening to 
his senseless mutterings.... 

But he could not help it, he could not help but to just plod along, straight forward on his path to no 
where, a no where that he felt would lead him into a glittering street of golden bricks one day. As he 
continued to walk along his mind began to float away far into the past again, like it had for so many 
times now. He now thought of the time Fish and himself climbed the old Jones-vile town water tower, 


and to their shock and surprise, discovered that the cap did not have any seal! There it sat completely 
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opened and unlocked. So he and Fish pulled off their clothes, carefully hanging them on a nutted bolt 
that suck out from the outside frame of the tank, which was very simple to do since all that they wore 
back then were denim overalls, brogans, and floppy felt hats. He vividly recalled taking a casual swim 
in the huge water tank, and seeing a giant propeller turning deep underneath them both as they swam 
about. The reflection of the water made the propeller appear much more close to the surface than it 
actually was. He shuttered as he made the recollection. Literally anything could have happened to 
them. Why, all of them could have been sucked underneath the water by the propeller! Even back then 
he was aware of the negative possibilities, but pushed the fear aside just for the sheer thrill in doing it. 

What happened to him now, he thought as he walked along. Why was he so afraid to step over the 
line now? He was still the same person that he once was, what had happened to him? Where was his 
lust for simple thrills..and the glory once he found in them? He smiled as he walked, thinking of the 
three girls that Fish and himself had taken swimming with them in the old Jones-vile water tower. Even 
he was shocked at how casually the girls removed their clothes. As far as he could tell, there was not 
even the slightest bit of fear. He recalled their gleeful laughs, their echoing ringing cheerful laughs deep 
inside the water tower. It was still funny and he could not help but laugh to himself as he walked along 
the old dusty road. 

What was even more funny was what happened as the time passed. Word got out about this 
outrageous act, probably from the girls. At the local West Cromartie County High school, a crew who 
called them selves The Brew Crew, and dreamed of being the wildest of the wild bunch, got wind of 
these crazy adventures, and decided to out do the deeds of the hellion. So the leader of the group 
planned a huge party, inviting twenty or so girls to skinny dip with them in the water of the tower. On 
the summit of the old tower they toasted to their success, reveling to capture the glory of the moment in 
eternal photograph, and then leaped back into the water. Some claimed that the noise of their plunging 


swim and their drunken laughter rang out for miles into the surrounding area. The intoxication must 
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have been so great that they forgot all about the local police. Soon the police moved in commando 
style, surrounding the tank and thereby treeing them all like ‘possum in a persimmon tree. Three of the 
officers then climbed the latter like silent black cats, completely surprising the crew who toasted on the 
tanks' summit and swam about in the cool clear water inside. Of course, the only ones swimming by 
then were the three ring leaders of the group, Dan, Mickey, and Gerald. The entire group was then 
promptly arrested. All of them but the three ring leaders were charged with simple under aged drinking. 
Now here this story really gets funny, the hellion laughed to himself as he continued along on his 
walk. The three ringleaders were charged with under aged drinking to be sure, but there was much 
more. The city had to shut the water off for three days, and the tower as well as the entire course of 
water lines then had to be sterilized and effectively purged, and this cost some really big money. The 
hellion could not recall the total amount but he recalled each ring leader being charged well over seven 
thousand dollars. He laughed as he remembered hearing that one of their fathers beat his son until he 
went unconscious, or at least, that was the way that the story went along as it was told. The Brew Crew 
may have held the largest wildest party, but he pulled a nice act with no one ever being the wiser. In 
other words, it is one thing to be bad, it is another to get caught at it! At least he never had his cool 
slick style compromised, so who had the most successful adventure? That was the great question to 
ponder, he reasoned with himself... 
.......-His mind shifted scenes again, and he saw himself riding through Jones-vile and over to the 
opposite side of Cromartie county. Out in virgin timber-stand, just across a field that was always 
freshly plowed every time that he could recall, he once again rode with his friends, Evert, Chris, and 
Donald. Little did he know was that only three years later, his best friend Evert would wind up dead in 
a head on collision with a drunken driver at 0400 in the morning. The others would die in a gun battle 
that resulted from a bar room brawl. In his mind he went back to the time when they were all together 


again, and they all made their way to The Happy Hunting Ground, which was a club that sat out in the 
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middle of nowhere by a joy filled purling creek, that appeared as simply an antique red farm barn with 
a rooster wind-vane on the summit of the roof gable. The advantage in going was that the place was 
blessed with huge crowd of absolutely gorgeous women. These women appeared as models fresh out of 
the latest centerfold magazine. The disadvantage was that this club was extremely violent. Killings 
happened there from time to time. Stabbings were a routine experience, and fights were the rule of the 
night. One could just expect it if he dared to go there. That's what the locals went for, was to drink and 
fight mainly. But this rude tendency of the cruel locals left those trembling beautiful women all alone 
to themselves. 

The hellion and his own crew of rogues simply just shrugged off all of the fears about violence, and 
went in any way. It did not take that long, half an evening of dancing maybe, and pretty soon all of 
them had paired up with a gorgeous knockout well built lady. It was a simple matter to exit the 
premises with these women. There was an old dirt road that crossed the creek behind and rode on 
through the wood-stand for a quarter mile or so. Here it ended at a circle just before it elbowed to the 
right and came out onto the highway. No body ever ventured back there, so it made the perfect private 
spot to engage in some nice one-on-one with the ladies. Nothing happened as far as the violence was 
concerned for the first three weekends, but it surly came about on the forth weekend. 

The four had made connections with a different crew of women every weekend thus far. Evidently 
all of them had commenced to talk among themselves, and the local menfolk had caught wind of this 
talk concerning some out-landers making sleazy headway with their women, and they were bound by 
tradition and honor to make something of it next time they were seen. Sure enough, they had not been 
fifteen minutes there that weekend, and a group of half drunken rogues made their first challenging 
approach. 

“Hey, you sawed off sons-of-bitches, who do you think you are? You got a problem here,” spoke one 


who could only half stand and speak through shoulder length hair covering his face? 
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“Yea, we might have a problem, so why don't you make something of it,” snapped the hellion. “If 
you were just half as much a man as you are ass, you'd do less talking and more jumping!” 

The crew then rushed upon the rogues, blocking their drunken blows with their left hands and 
smacking them with the opened flat palms of their right hands in the center of their faces. The hellion 
vividly recalled locking ones right arm with his left arm, after blocking his punch, then viciously 
hammering him in the face with his right elbow. He followed this up with five or six chops into his 
exposed throat with the edge of his right hand. When the man went unconscious, he was just allowed to 
collapse into a heap on the dirt floor of the club, and the brawl continued. In what seemed like an 
instant more men rushed up. All of them were armed with hunting knives, and a few with baseball bats. 
The hellion and his crew, no fools, soon saw the advantage in quick retreat. He laughed to himself as he 
vividly relived the scene of their very hasty retreat from that club, with a growing howling mob right 
on their tails. 

As the Chevy rumbled into life once again, it's tires spun up great clouds of dust, concealing the 
sight of it from their many antagonists. Without any haste the car zipped down the dirt road behind the 
club, right through their favorite parking place, and soon out onto the hard surfaced road, and then 
making a left, going the opposite direction from town. It was calculated that the pursuing traffic would 
all take the right, and their figures must have been correct, because they were never to be seen again. 
The Chevy soon eased into a local time-saver gas station, coming to a rest just off to the side, all of 
them laughing and bragging of their heroism and bravery in the thick of the battle. 

“Yea boys, we showed them saucy bastards, did we not,” asked Evert? 

“T'll say we did,” replied Donald. “Just pass that bottle and give me another hit of Tennessee Tea 
there!” 

“Yea, we did show them, but I am not quite satisfied with our accomplishment. I want to show them 


up again,” slurred the hellion. 
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“Let's sucker punch all of them dirty pigs in such a way that they suffer, but never know from what 
direction that it came from. The show will give us all something to laugh about, since we will all know 
the reality of it.” 

“So what a you proposing, there,” asked Donald with a bright eyed look on his face? 

“Evert boy, don't your Mama still have some of that fifty percent hydrogen peroxide left in her 
garage from that textile mill that she works at,” asked the hellion? 

“Yea, half a paint bucket full, last time I looked,” he replied. 

“Here, take this car and shoot over to your house and pick it up. We'll wait for you on the inside of 
the time saver there,” snapped the hellion. 

“Why, what are you talking about,” asked the others? 

“Just do it, here you'll all see. This will be killer boys,” laughed the hellion. 

Evert took the car, and it seemed like no time before he was easing back up into the parking lot of 
the time saver. The other three rushed up from the eating benches inside and back outside to the car, 
leaping inside. 

“Did ya get the stuff,” inquired the hellion? 
“Yea, I got the stuff, but I just don't know what to make of all of this truck.” 
The hellion then glanced down at his pocket watch, taking notice that it was now midnight. 

“Take us back down to the circle where we parked with those women that we met in the barn. Now 
listen, boys, when we park the car, don't slam these doors, just push them too so they don't make noise. 
Try to park the car kind of in-between-the-trees like, so that it will not be immediately noticed by 
anyone that might happen by, if they do. All of ya got all of that? Ask questions now, boys,” spoke the 
hellion. 

“We're all good about it,” they replied. 


Before they had time to think about anything, the old Chevy was rumbling back down the dirt 
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road, and parking in the love circle. 

“Now all of ya walk quietly, just like you are deer hunting, and just follow me,” said the hellion 
as he grabbed the paint can filled with peroxide. All four doors opened and they were very careful to 
quietly ease the doors back closed in place. All four figures very quietly eased down the road walking 
on the left side very close to the wood-stand. That way, should any body come along, they could easily 
step into the standing wood and hide in the scrub brush. In what seemed like no time at all they soon 
entered an area where the woods widened, and then the small hill dropped off slightly, exposing the 
rear side of the barn styled club. 

All of them now stood surveying the scene behind the cover of thick myrtle scrub. Inside the loud 
music seemed to thump along singing Ole Cotton Eyed Joe, to the best that the hellion could recall. 
Being on the back side of the barn exposed a basement or a large crawl space underneath. 

“Now follow me boys,” spoke the hellion. 

Donald suddenly grabbed the right elbow of the hellion. “Now wait a minute, just what in the 
name of hell are we going to do?” 

“Just follow me. It will be O.K..... I promise..”, laughed the hellion. 

All four bodies eased out of the darkness, gently down the slight drop on the hill top, and right 
into the basement of the barn with the music blaring and thumping up above their heads. Quick as a 
flash the hellion soaked several of the antique dried wooden pine beams with the peroxide. 

“Now listen to me. Don't touch anything here. We gotta move quickly and quietly, and we must 
not be spotted under no circumstance. We must make it back to the car unseen and out onto the road, 
and be long gone from this place before we can risk being seen. You all got that? 

“What did we just do,” they all asked. 

“You'll all see. We got about three hours to get back home and into bed.” 


Quietly as they came in they eased back out of the basement and back down the old dirt road. 
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Soon the car was rumbling back down the dirt road and back out onto the pavement. 
“You just wait,” laughed the hellion. “Soon that peroxide 'Il cause that old dried wood to 
spontaneously com-bust. That place 'll burn before anybody even knows what is going on. Just think 


about it now boys, we'll be long since in bed when it does, and far away from the scene of the crime....” 


They all laughed loudly and cackled like a flock of mating geese as they rode back toward their 
homes. He could still hear the laughter as it rode on the intensified whisper of the wind. Yes, the 
strength of the wind had now picked up. He was somehow beginning to feel pain that he had never felt 
before. From time to time his arms ached, his head throbbed, and his vision blurred as he walked 
against the wind. He swallowed hard and licked his lips as his throat began to parch dry. It felt as if he 
was swallowing several hard lumps that he imagined were wads of dust that had been breathed in with 
the assault of the wind. As the blow of the wind now became steady, not exceedingly forceful, but just 
a steady blow rather than a series of puffs, his eyes began to blur as they occasionally filled with white 
powdery sand. Ahead in the still shimmering distance, way...way out from the yearning grasp of his 
lusting eyes, he could just barely make out a small area of dark blue against a light blue black sky 
immediately on the distant shimmering horizon. What was this, he thought to himself? Am I nearing 
my predestined point of arrival? Have I caught sight of my eternal bliss? Oh dear God forgive me for 
not being able to make it out! How terrible it is to not know when the place sits right before you in the 
distance there. Oh God, do please forgive my imperfections! He viciously wiped his eyes and his face 
with both hands, but the blue figure in the far distance remained just as blurred and unrecognizable as it 
was before. 

As he now strained more to take each step forward, and he had begun to feel an aching, pinching 
pain in his limbs that he had never before felt, he thought once more of the old dance hall barn, and of 


his friends, and the crazy times that he had experienced together. He sighed deeply, thinking in silence 
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to himself..., for they are all gone now as well...., vanished from the face of the earth forever. His 
friends are gone, the women all gone, his car is now gone, all have vanished from the face of the earth 
forever. All that he has now are just himself, the clothes on his back, and the old dusty two rut road that 
now lies in front of him. His boots have now even started to wear thin, pretty soon he will not even 
have those, he thought in silence to himself. The fact really is a melancholy thought to harbor, but fact 


is, all that he has in the entire mortal world is himself and that old two rut dirt road. 


Chapter 4 


In the end everything was all for nothing, all for wasted vanity. All of the rowdy times were really 
fun to live, but they all amounted to nothing. He now thought of his times on the road following high 
school, and the crazy times and life that he lived back then, and he realized that everything had been for 
nothing. He now had nothing...., no money, no career, no not anything...but this lonely dirt road that 


now runs before him and behind him and the well worn clothes that lay upon his back. 
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He continued to think of the many different jobs that he had worked, and the many places that he 
had lived. He had been a news paper reporter, a welder with a construction company, a carpenter, a low 
level manager with a large grocery store chain, and many other off-the-books endeavors working for 
cash along the way. Basically, he had just been a drifter floating along through life in search of the next 
party, the next cheap thrill, or any thrill cheap or otherwise, that could just be taken on the whim of the 
moment. 

He had traveled to and lived in many places over the course of the years. He had lived in South 
America, which was a place that he truly loved to be; he loved the unspoiled tropical beaches, the 
coconut juice and rum, the fresh seafood. He had worked and lived in Thailand, which in many ways 
reminded him of South America. This place even had a certain island feel to it that caused him to 
imagine that he was some sort of great thief or famous pirate, who had taken a stash of loot and ran 
away to live out his life in this far away tropical paradise. The people in all of these places treated him 
like he was some sort of wealthy mogul or cattle baron, rolling out the red carpet for him everywhere 
that he went. The women fell head over feet for him, walking up to admire his light blue eyes and his 
well built features out loud. As he thought on all of these things he wondered to himself, why was he 
not filthy rich or why did he not possess some sort of fortune in real-estate? Was that not why people 
left their home areas, to seek out their fame and fortune in life? 

Sadly for him, all that he had now was himself and this lonely dirt road. The road of life, even 
though it had taken him far out beyond the seven seas, simply just made a loop and carried him almost 
right back where he had started, and then so cruelly dropped him off and left him marooned on this 
lonely old dirt road. This is it! This is all that he has now! He could not believe the scene that he beheld 
as he looked around in wide eyed shock. This is it, this is all that there is for me, he asked in the silence 
of deep thought? Oh Lord in high heaven above, why have I been so forsaken? I know that I have 


reveled in evil for the duration of a lifetime, but am I not just a mortal who is of weak flesh, and simply 
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prone to such transgressions? If it were not the transgressions that I have made, then there certainly 
would have been transgressions of another sort! Why must I suffer this horrible dreadful fate, of being 
forced to plod along this dry horrible dusty two rut road, that is filled with a phantom spirit that seems 
to lash out at me as if it's job is to provide retribution to me? Am I not doomed only to die a drifter's 
death, to wander this two rut road right into an infinite but dark eternity? Is that my fate, oh Good Lord 
in high heaven above? If my conclusion is wrong, then please give me a sign, “please do not allow my 
tortured mind to simply wonder about in circles like this,” he spoke to himself aloud! 

A sudden blue flash caught his watering eyes, and the snap followed by the heavy rumble shocked 
his mind and body, causing him to jump. His widened eyes gazed around at the dust cloud rising up in 
the field and the trees bending in the ragged wood-stand across the plowed expanse. His ears perceived 
unseen phantom whispers riding on the wind and calling his name, instructing him to keep moving 
forward. He looked ahead through blurry eyes, still perceiving the small but slightly darker blue object 
that sat against a somewhat lighter distant horizon. On the distant wind, very faintly, with an 
imperceptible sound, rode what seemed to be a gradually detectable song. The hellion could not make 
out the nature of the song, but he was almost certain that it was indeed a song, but only a slight whisper 
of a song, a song sang by hallowed angelic beings and not by mortals. The faint, barely detectable song 
had a monotone to it that caused his fevered mind to go into a trance-like ramble. He thought again of 
his past, and the positive pleasure in living that he had so richly experienced....... 

......Now he was standing once again before the veiled face of the one who was to become his dear 
wife, and once again he could hear the parson's voice as those sacred questions were asked. 

“Dearly beloved, do you take this man to be your husband, to have and to hold, to death do you 
part?” 

“T do,” she said as she gazed upward into his eyes. 


“And do you, sir, take this woman only, to be your dearly beloved wife, to have and to hold, 'till 
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death do thus part?” 

“T do,” replied the hellion. 

“You may place the ring upon the hand....the sacred ring upon the wanting hand.... The sacred 
eternal ring...that sacred ring that knows no enda......, ” the voice on the wind whispered. 

He could still gaze down and see his right hand placing the golden band upon her left hand. It was 
as though he himself was not engaged, but only an innocent bystander watching the events as they 
unfolded before him. He continued to observe as the two figures stood before the church congregation. 

“T hereby with the state authority invested in me, pronounce the two, man and wife....man and 
wife...man and wife....”’ he heard the voices echo on the whispering wind, but he could not believe what 
he was hearing. His body was numb. Where did it all go? He was overjoyed at the time, and he 
detected the joy of the two figures who stood before the church congregation, but deep inside whilst he 
observed the proceedings as they occurred, he only wondered why such overriding joy would only turn 
into bitter sorrow a few years later..... 

..... The wind and the relentless rain hammered his face and body harder now than it had since he had 
chosen to travel this old two rut dirt road. What could he do but to just move forward? He was forced to 
struggle just to propel himself forward. The wind howled with a new vicious ferocity, like the demon 
that possessed the road was truly infuriated at him, and fought viciously with him to prevent him from 
reaching his glorious predestined end. Now the pain in his body hurt with a new intensity that he had 
never felt before. His arms ached with great acuteness, his legs ached even to the point that he felt as if 
he could just not continue on, as though they were about to lock up, to refuse to move. A strange heavy 
pain had began to throb now deep inside his breast, seeming to affect the very beating of his heart. He 
struggled to get his breath. Surly he was very weak and weary worn, which were feelings that he had 
never felt before. Was this it now? Had this wretched demon finally won the battle against him....? All 


that he could do was to keep pushing face forward into the hammering rain, the flashing lightening, and 
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the howling assault of the wind. 

He tried to quench the pain by allowing his mind to drift on to something very pleasant in life.., 
peaceful and pleasant.... Once again he now stood in the hospital room where his glorious son was 
born. He saw him as they wheeled him out in the incubator laying there on his back, smiling sometimes 
with his eyes closed, seeming to smile back at him. He could not believe the joy generated by the little 
boy into his poor wanting heart. There that precious child lay, and this child was his son, a child unlike 
no other on earth. He saw himself right there once again as he fit his hands into the gloves and picked 
this precious boy child up, looking at his small body as he slept, not believing what his eyes were 
seeing as the child lay there before him...... 

.... Again his mind abruptly changed scenes... He wept as he saw that most sacred cross hanging above 
a golden cesspool far down a cathedral corridor in the distance before him. The robed venerated one 
now appeared before the cesspool with out-stretched opened hands saying, “Come, thou one of stained 
flesh, please do come.” 

He beheld himself as he walked down that cherished isle, coming to kneel before the chosen who 
placed a warm right hand upon his head, saying as he did so, “Oh son of flesh, so you confess your 
many sins?” 

“T do,” he replied. 

“Do you accept the saving grace of Christ, the son of God, and his forgiveness of your sins? 

“T do,” he saw himself reply. 

“You are now whole again. Stand firm in your convictions my son, whilst knowing you posses the 
saving grace, and do indeed possess the ability to consult the sanctified spirit as the necessity 
dictates.” 


He now saw himself as he stood before the shocked mesmerized congregation, he truly did feel the 


warmth of the spirit and he held a tranquility deep inside that caused him to feel that all stress and 
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anxiety had been removed for eternity. He had no feelings of anger but only that of a perfect peace. The 
feeling was like a warm gently flowing creek amid the flowers of springtime that moved through every 
vein in his entire body. He was truly happy now as no words can describe. 

“Come....come with me to the sacred cesspool....Please do come.” 

His own figure followed the robed venerated one up the nine stairs of pure calcimine marble that 
led to the golden cesspool. When he had reached the edges of the pool, the robed figure then glided 
down three steps that led directly into the crystal water of the pool. He once again beheld his own 
figure following the robed one into the pool of sanctified water, coming to stand beside him with both 
palms pressed together in a clasp of endless reverence. The robed one placed his right hand upon the 
head of his own figure, saying, “J now baptize thee in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy 
Ghost.” 

Upon feeling the pressure on his head, he dropped down into the clear water of the pool. His head 
went completely under. When he arose, he felt completely new, reborn as though all the filth of his 
many sins had been completely washed from his entire body forever. When he stepped upon the sides 
of the cesspool, he felt as though a warm loving light now shown upon him, enveloping him in a 
protective cover that shielded him from the fury of the demons without. The center of his heart was 
filled only with forgiveness, not hatred, he forgave every being of all their many past transgressions 
against him. He even forgave his ex-wife, the mother of his dear son, for her cold betrayal of their 
sacred vows. In his heart he held no feelings but that of eternal peace, and eternal good-will toward all 
fellow men. In his blood flowed the radiating spirit of Christ, and only the eternal promise whispered 
now into his lusting ear.... 

eteis His well worn boots continued to plod or even stagger along. Every now and then he would 
stumble, nearly falling. He must have passed through the storm while consumed in the midst of a 


trance, for only the brilliance of a new sun now filled the land. The weather felt as early spring time, 
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those evil vile winds now only puffed happily once more again. The mud had dried but had became 
simply dirt, and not fine powdery sand. He felt very weary and worn, but somehow on the inside he 
knew that he would make it through. Ahead the small dark blue smudge on the distant horizon had 
become a comfortably petite antique cottage home way out on the far edge of a field with a new 
wood-stand just behind it, and an old two rut dirt road that passed on the front side. Nine or ten long 
station wagon type cars were parked before an opened welcoming door. On the air were the clear 
melodies of Love Lifted Me, and Amazing Grace. What was this, he thought? Had a feast been prepared 
for him? Was he being honored in some sort of strange way? If so, then for what? 

He resolved to walk up to the opened door. No guard was there to tell him that he could no do so. 
He slowly walked up to the door and stepped up the cinder block steps. When he had crossed the 
threshold, immediately before him in the center of the room, was positioned a black and gold trim 
casket, with the back side of the opened lid toward him. He looked around at the people gathered to 
mourn the passing of this person. There were some slight tears, but nothing outstanding. The people 
appeared to be later in age, though not all elderly. A healthy mix of male and female, the gathering 
represented. All of them were strangers who wore clothes that appeared to be from an earlier time, 
maybe the nineteen twenties or some time there about. Who lay resting in the casket? None of the 
people even looked toward him to acknowledge that he was there in the house as he walked around the 
room slowly, step in front of another step. It was like these people were not even aware of his presence. 
He slowly, one step in front of another, rounded the casket on the side of the opened lid....He came to 
pause while gazing down at the well dressed corpse that lay inside ...his eyes suddenly widened in total 
shock... The figure that lay therein was certainly, nay, most exact in likeness... to that of his own.....! 

What was he to make of this? What was this about? Who were these people and why were they 
dressed in these outdated clothes? He could not breath, he could only gasp...! 


“Who is this resting there,” he calmly inquired of the lady nearest the coffin? 
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He received no reply, the lady only continued to mutter the song Amazing Grace as she gazed 
forward upon the suited figure laying inside the coffin. 

“Who is this, and why are these people dressed like this,” he excitedly asked the lady who sat 
closest to her, but slightly behind? 

The lady never acknowledged his presence, even though he stood before her and asked the 
question aloud. 

He quickly raced to the front of the gathering, asking the question aloud to the group, 

“Who is this, and why are these people dressed in this manner? I demand an answer...NOW!” 

The group never acknowledged that he stood before them, they simply continued to mutter the 
words to the song Amazing Grace as if they were not even aware of his presence. 

Soon a man dressed in a dark suit with a small black straw hat stepped into opened door of the 
house. He and another of similar dress walked over to the casket, him closing the lid and snapping it 
down, the other and five more from the group who voluntarily stepped up, all to take their proper place 
along the bars that ran the length of the coffin. Soon they lifted the box, making their way out the door 
of the old home and around to the right side in the direction of the dirt road. The small gathering of 
older men and women then arose, following them and the coffin. 

He was all alone in what now appeared to be just a very old abandoned antique dark blue wood 
framed cottage home. It now strangely appeared to have been deserted for many years, and a cold wind 
whistled through the cracks in the walls between the dried faded boards. He no longer heard the songs 
of the gathered group, but he heard a phantom whisper that rode in on the cold wind as it puffed 
through the old house saying, ““Come thou, do follow the old dirt road to thy blessed end.” 

He stepped out the still opened door of the old house. The house appeared to be tattered by the 
winds and the rain, and the fact that it had been neglected for so many years. He walked out doors to 


the right hand side, finding only the lonely old two rut dirt road once again. He looked back toward the 
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house only to discover the weathered wrecked ruin that it now was. The crowd had completely 
vanished, no sign nor sound from them. Only the sound of the whispering wind, and now the phantom 
voice saying, “Follow the road to your predestined end, my son, follow the road faithfully.” 

Only the road was now with him but what was the meaning of it all? Why did he keep moving 
forward? What compels him to go on? What would happen if he would only turn back, and take his 
comfort by the warm camp fire once again, the one that he left behind? Somehow he just could not do 
so, he had to keep moving forward. He did not know why, nor did he have any sort of answer, except 
something on the inside compelled him to move forward into his venture, a predetermined destination 
that the powers of fate had forced him into by it's use of compelling circumstance. To the average 
mortal man, it would just seem that he happened to find himself there on the old dirt road, and he had 
no choice but to just deal with the adversity that he was suffering. 

So he moved on, the wind still puffing it's breath upon his face, now in gentle puffs rather than 
violent thrusts. He lifted his eyes allowing the warm sun to envelope his face. In the short distance 
beyond, his eyes caught sight of a small wooded hill. The old dirt road appeared to go right up to the 
hill foot, then vanish. As he ambled forward, in the void without he heard the sweet tinkle of a distant 
flowing creek. As he walked in heavy thrusts from the strength of his exhausted thighs, the weariness 
in his limbs was nearing the point of being all that he could bear. The throbbing pain that sat heavy 
inside his breast nearly caused him to collapse face down upon the dirt of the road as he moved 
forward. He could not endure to make it to the very end, he thought in silence to himself. He forced 
himself to ignore the vicious throbbing pain, and the fact that he was nearly completely out of breath. 
Finally he made it to the hill side, where the dirt road disappeared beneath the fallen pine-straw of 
many years now passed. He struggled to walk up that gently sloping pine straw covered hillside. 

He now just could not go on any farther. The weight of his age bore down heavily upon him. He 


sighed deeply, his great journey must be at it's predestined end. He came to rest beside a natural 
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earthen mound that made a comfortable seat behind his back. As he lifted his head, his watering eyes 
beheld that most venerated of saints now standing before him, arrayed in a flowing robe of glowing 
light, with both hands opened palms up, speaking with the voice of the whispering wind, saying, 
“Come...oh one of flesh, your time here has found it's end. Your journey is now complete.” 

He arose forth, taking the right hand of the robed one so elaborately clothed in warm endlessly 
radiating light, yearning for an eternal adventure of glowing extraordinary splendor like no other that 
any mortal could ever dream, or the most gifted vivid imagination could ever conceive of. 

He looked behind himself, he saw his figure slumped there, sitting by the earthen mound. In the 
distance farther behind tinkled the gentle flow of the creek amidst the gleeful melodies of the cheerful 
song birds. Before him sat a small but neglected field of standing flat stone and the bleached, though 


moss splotched Celtic crosses scattered among small pine trees and those huge ancient live oaks..., and 


on the face of the stone nearest to his slumped figure was carved the name; 
Johnny Benton 
A true saint who abides now in paradise 
May his poor soul rest in eternal peace 


19-- 


All now suddenly vanishes but the standing weathered stone amid the elaborate dry leaf patterns 


as they toss about in the warm blustery wind......... ; 


and the old two rut dirt road. 
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